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 This is for Master Beren, who has taught me the sweetness
of true love and the joys of submission.



 








   FORWARD 
     

 Auspicious Beginnings 

  


 She was
eighteen and just beginning college.  Her dreams
were large, full of hopes of a position in a large law firm, perhaps as
a paralegal.  She didn’t see herself as a lawyer,
but an assistant to one.  She liked helping people
and, although she would not admit it to anyone, she liked being told
what to do.  It gave her a sense of both peace and
purpose. 


Her name was Jocelyn Silvers.  She had been
raised in a progressive Jewish home, with parents who loved her, yet
she always felt as if her desires, her dreams were stifled there. 
They wanted her to marry a lawyer or a doctor.  She
wanted to marry a powerful man, a strong man with hands like iron on
her arms, with a forceful kiss that took her
breath away. 


  She sighed, and the boy on top of her
stopped pumping and looked down into her pert face.  “Are
you okay?” he asked nervously.  She restrained
another sigh, and forced herself to smile.  


“Of course I’m alright; don’t stop!” 


He resumed his vigorous but unskilled movement and she returned
to her thoughts.  They were certainly more
interesting than what was going on to her body.  His
meaty hands found her breasts and squeezed them, kneading them as if
they were dough.  It was completely without
sensuality and actually turned her stomach.  When he
attempted to kiss her, she managed to avoid his lips.  She
had heard that prostitutes would not kiss their johns, and she now
understood why.  It was much too private a thing.



After what seemed an eternity, he grunted and collapsed on her,
breathing heavily.  She felt almost violated, used …
but somehow, that feeling was a good one.  She liked
the idea of being used.   


He rolled off of her and soon his
breathing became light snores, leaving Jocelyn staring at the ceiling,
without orgasm yet dirty and finding that delicious. 


 She knew that she must be ill, if her
fantasies were full of visions of old, disgusting men on top of her,
their mottled faces leering and making her cringe; powerful men who
casually alleviated their tensions on her willing flesh and then
returned home to their trophy wives; or – most delicious of all – to
belong to a man, to have to do everything he said, to be used and given
to others at his whim.      Frankly, to be his slave.  


She felt silly.  Slavery, in
this day and age?  And
to willingly give up her freedom to another, to say that he had
complete control over her, seemed so … medieval.  Wrong. 
 


 But   oh so, so
delicious. 


She rose from the bed, pulled on a big white T-shirt that fell to
the top of her muscular thighs.  The window invited
her, and she leaned forward, peering out at the night.  It
was quiet at this hour; a school-night, and the stars were bright in
the dark sky, like little beacons towards her dreams. 


It was funny; she didn’t really think much about her career, to
tell the truth.  She just thought about her sexual
partners and, maybe, a husband.   She’d like to
have a job that paid well, something that allowed her to live
comfortably, but things didn’t matter as much as safety.  Peace.



She looked over her shoulder at the lump asleep in her bed. 
He offered her nothing.  She padded over to
the bed and pushed at him. 


 “Eh … what?”   



“You need to go.” 


“What?” 


“My roommate’s coming back soon,” she lied.  She
knew that Corinne was spending the night in her boyfriend’s room, but
this loser didn’t know that.  Right now, Jocelyn
wanted to be alone with her thoughts. 


“Um … okay.” 


He blearily dressed, then attempted to kiss her.  She
turned her head so that it fell on her cheek.  “Good
night.” 


He shrugged, his eyes hurt. “Tomorrow?” he suggested in the tone
that meant he knew she wouldn’t agree.  She didn’t
care.  There was a coldness
towards him, even though they had just shared the most intimate of
moments.  She took no pleasure, no satisfaction in
the knowledge that her actions hurt him, but rather pitied him. 
That seemed worse, somehow. 


He moved towards the door.  “Bye,” and it was so plaintive that she almost
told him he could stay.  Almost. 
She let him leave, then moved back
to the window. 


Her imaginings began to take hold, and she dreamt … 


 She ran across the campus, hair flowing behind her,
completely naked.  Behind her were three boys from a
fraternity, all of them large and muscular.  Although
she was fleet, they caught up with her at the shore of the lake that
sat on the edge of the college grounds.  One tackled
her, rolling to soften the blow, but ending up on top of her, pinning
her down.  His handsome, young face grinned down at
her.  


 “Gotcha,” he whispered, then
leaned down to kiss her.  Despite herself, she
responded to his fierce buss, her mouth seeking his hungrily, for she
was starving for what they offered.  Still, her body
struggled under his, her bare skin rasping against the fabric of his
shirt and his jeans.  His sandy hair was long,
longer than she would expect someone like him to have.  It
brushed against her cheek as he pulled away.  


 “Hold her,” he told the other two.  Her
hands were restrained above her head by one, one ankle by the other. 
She kicked with her free foot as he stood, but she didn’t
connect.  He stood, looking down at her, and slowly
unzipped his jeans.  His warm brown eyes never left
hers.  


 Jocelyn swallowed, mouth dry. 
His large member was exposed, and then he dropped back upon her
body.  She tried to keep her legs together, but it
was futile.  Between him and the one holding her
ankle, he pried her open.  


 Despite her fear and apprehension, she was sopping wet, so
when he plunged into her unprepared depths there was little pain at
entry.  Her body took over and she matched each
thrust with one of her own, her nether regions taking pleasure in the
pounding it was receiving.  There was something very
fulfilling about being used solely for his pleasure, with him taking no
concern for her or her needs.  His pace was quick,
driving, the unskilled sexual ability of a youth.  He
came with an explosion of breath, then
moved aside for the next, switching positions with the fellow holding
her foot after rearranging himself.  


 The second was more brutal than the first, his hands
grasping at her soft breast, digging in, and she knew she would be
bruised the next day.  Despite the outrage at being
raped, she welcomed the marks.  Honestly, there was
little outrage, only pleasure in the thoughtless use of her body. 
She felt desirable, so desirable, pleased that of all the girls
of the party she was the one who had been pursued.  She
was the one whose clothes came off during the game of strip poker, and
she was the one who made these three so hungry for her that in their
drunkenness they decided that they had to have her at any cost. 
Vanity, certainly, but the selfish sensation was no less
delightful for it.  


 She was brought back to her body when the boy atop her bit
her lip, hard, hard enough that she tasted blood.  The
pain alarmed her, and she struggled more honestly now, although it was
futile.  


 “Hurry up,” the third boy urged.  “It’s
my turn soon.”  


 The one atop her redoubled his pace, looking down at her. 
There was a savagery in his eyes that swept
her into them, and she felt an orgasm building.  She
half-wanted it, half-didn’t.  It was as if to enjoy
what was happening to her was an acceptance of the situation; it was a
desiring of the situation.  


 She didn’t care.  


 She came, fiercely, and cried out.  The
two holding her snickered a little at that, but the one fucking her
ignored her paeans of pleasure, concerned only with himself. 
He at last emptied himself into her, burning and hot, a flood of
jism that added to that which had been poured into her by the first.
 


 The third was eager, so eager that he fairly leapt upon her
body, almost driving her into the ground.  The grass
pressed against her, cool and damp, and she welcomed his entry. 
He slid in so easily, because she had been painfully stretched
by the two who preceded him, and because she was wet with their and her
own juices.  


 He ground himself into her tender orifice, setting off
little sparks of pleasure like fireworks.  She
sighed, relaxing her body, no longer struggling.  She
lay there and watched the stars in the deep sky as he had his way with
her, relishing in the sensation of helplessness that was brought to her
by her hands above her head and her leg restrained.  Her
breasts ached, and there was a soreness in
her snatch brought on by the rubbing of jeans and zippers against her. 
She didn’t care.  


 Finally, he finished and then she was released.  All
three stood there, looking down at her as
she lay spread-eagled on the grass, beneath the night sky.  
 


 “Damn,” one whispered.  


 The first boy smiled then, a crooked grin reminiscent of
Harrison Ford’s cocky expression.  “You liked it,”
he told her, almost accusatorily.  “You liked it a
lot.”  


 She wanted to deny it, but couldn’t.  Her
mouth opened slightly, as if she desired a kiss, but she made no move
to rise.  The first laughed then, a harsh bark, and
turned to leave.  


 “We’ll have you again,” he called over his broad shoulder,
while his companions filed away with him.  “When you
don’t expect it, we’ll have you again.”  


 As she listened to their laugher and conversation fading
into the evening, she moved luxuriantly on the grass, every nerve of
her body alight with pleasure.  


 “I hope so.”    


Jocelyn broke from her dream with a start, leaning against the
windowsill and breathing hard.  She had three
orgasms during her reverie, and now her legs were sticky.  She
drew in a shaking breath, and another. 


 Just dreams.    
They were just dreams that wouldn’t ever come true.  Worse,
they were dreams of violence, of violation; how could she justify them?



Oh, but she could wish, couldn’t she? 


And she did.  She wished hard. 


Once he was gone and from the room, she was left with a sense of
emptiness and a vague odor of sex.  She sat upon her
bed, arms resting on her knees braced on the floor, and reached for the
letter on the floor. 


It was from her friend   Nan 
, who lived in    New York
City   .  They
had been closed in high school, but didn’t
really get to know each other well until they began to exchange letters
and emails.    Nan 
 seemed to prefer the old-fashioned method of pen to paper, and
her handwriting was smooth and delicate. 


 It was the contents that  
made the letters so precious to her.   
Nan   lived a wild, hedonistic life. 
She was a professional dominatrix and a regular at the Burning
Souls Club in the lower    East
    Village
  .  Although
she spent her days punishing others to satisfy their craving for
release from responsibility, she was herself a submissive and went to
the club to be used. 


Jocelyn lay back on the bed with her favorite part of the letter:


 …
So i went into
the club on a leash held by Dominick.  He had me
strip at the door, and i had to enter on
all fours.  There were people who, after securing
His permission, would slap my butt as i
moved through the crowded club.  There were others
like me there, serving slaves, sexual slaves, both male and female. 
Some were dressed beautifully and others, like me, had no
clothes at all. 

 He
motioned, and a drink was brought to Him.  He led me
towards the back of the bar, where the cries of the beaten could be
heard over the rhythmic music.  
i felt a chill in my stomach that was
a combination of fear and anticipation.  Oh, Joce, i had no idea
of what to expect.   i guess that’s the most difficult part of
being His, the fact that i can ask no
questions, only do what He tells me to do. 

 He
approached the racks, and i shivered. 
No, not the racks.  He
delicately helped me to rise, caressed my cheek and lay a soft kiss on
my forehead..   i warmed with
pleasure while He removed the leash and left the collar on my throat. 
He raised my hands above my head and affixed them into manacles
that were attached to an eyehook.  It was so high
that i had to stand tiptoe.  

 Then
He pointed, and two women pulled my legs apart and manacled each ankle,
and attached them to strong eye-screws in the cement floor, creating a
“V” with my legs, exposing my sex and breasts for all to see. 

 And
they did more than see.  Dominick turned to the
watching crowd, lifted my chin with his finger, and announced, “This is
my slave.  Tonight, i
feel generous.  Her snatch is open to any Master or
Mistress who wishes their submissive to partake of the delicacies
within.” 

 Despite
myself, i was wet immediately from His
command.  my mouth went
dry, and my eyes sought His desperately, pleadingly.  He
approached me, revealing a swatch of black silk in His hands, which He
affixed so that i could not see. 

  my   breathing quickened
as He stepped away and I hung there, open for all.  my senses seemed to heighten; i could smell people around me, their
excitement, the sharp odor of sudden sweat.  Their
breaths blew upon my skin, and light fingers touched my breasts.


 “No,”
Dominick’s voice cracked like thunder.  “I have told
you what may be done.  That is all.” 

 As
always, He looked out for me.  Still, i tensed when i
felt the first small hands on my thighs, the long nails caressing the
flesh and raising goose bumps . 
 A tongue flicked out, lightly, and i shivered.  There was the
sound of flesh being struck, and then my lower lips were parted and the
unknown person began to lap at me.  It was amazing. 
 i came
within seconds, my body convulsing, crying out.  All
around me, i heard applause and knew that i was on show. 

 Somehow,
that didn’t upset me too terribly.  There was a
delicious languor about me, as another pleasured me, then another. 
All in all, i
had seven women taste me, and all brought me to orgasm.  Some
were delicate and gentle, and others were rough and passionate. 
But Joce,
i’ve never been so satiated as i was at that time. 

 When
Dominick took me home that evening, He took me so savagely, so
fiercely, that i knew that i had pleased Him.  There’s such a peace in that… 


Peace. Jocelyn sighed, holding the letter to her full chest. 
Peace.  Would she ever be lucky enough to
experience the same peace her friend did?  Or was 
 Nan   just lucky, able to
have everything that she sought in life, while other people had to be
content with sharing their juicy lives vicariously? 


She thought back indifferently to the boy who had just recently
been atop her, and sighed.  What she sought wasn’t
going to be found in people like him.  But where to find it? 







   CHAPTER ONE
      

 Ennui Explored 


  


Jocelyn Silvers, as usual, was bored.  Her
hand crept to her full lips as she failed to stifle a yawn, and then
returned to its customary position in her lap.  She
sat at her cubicle, hazel eyes faltering, lids
difficult to keep open.  She shook her head in a
vain attempt to awaken herself, the brown curls of her hair bouncing
about her shoulders.  It was much shorter than it
had been in college, but she was no longer a young girl.  She
was still full of dreams though, all of them unfulfilled.  The
incessant ringing of the phones in the center jangled her nerves to
breaking, but despite the noise she felt
that she could take a nap. 


“Tired?” beside her, Billy interrupted the stillness of her lack
of reverie, and she turned to him with irritation, and then forced a
smile.  At eighteen, he was ten years her junior –
thin, skin not quite yet clear, but with an
engaging grin and bright blue eyes that seemed misplaced in his natural
coloring.  He was cute in a sweet way, and he
reminded her of one of her lovers in college.  So open, so fresh.  At the
time, it wasn’t at all what she wanted, but she was willing to try
anything now.  She had been through a dry spell
sexually, and while masturbation took off the
edge, there was no substitute for the feel of someone inside her,
someone creating a rhythm of passion that drove her to ecstasy. 
She didn’t know if she could expect that with Billy, but there
was a part of her willing to try. 


Amidst the loud buzzing of the phones, she snuck a look at his
profile as he answered his.  Hers rang and she
answered it.  She began the rote speak, at then made
a moue with her lips when the caller hung up in her ear.  She
hated that. 


“How rude,” she murmured, almost inaudibly. 


Her gaze slipped to Billy again.  Her
imagination, always vivid, began to come to life as she watched him
handle his customer with aplomb and an ease that belied his young years. 
There was something arresting about him, beyond his youth. 
Her fantasies took over and her eyes clouded as she allowed
herself the luxury of daydreaming. 


 She rose, approached him.  “I can’t stand
it anymore,” she whispered as she leaned down and unzipped his pants. 
He sprung forth, hard and huge and
ready for her.  She was already wet, and pulled her
skirt up around her waist, revealing her lack of underwear as she
straddled him.  He slid into her with ease, and she
gasped at the full sensation and almost pain of such a large penis
entering her. Shocked, yet obviously not objecting, Billy placed his
hands around her waist and began to move her, up and down. 



 She leaned down to kiss his wide mouth, her tongue exploring
his.  He was remarkably talented as a kisser, and
she felt her passion rise.  As she continued her
movement, his hands rose to grasp her full breasts, pinching the
nipples hard, then caressing the soft,
heavy globes.  


 Around them, her coworkers gathered, watching the show. 
Some laughed in derision, others
stood in disapproval with their arms crossed and eyes hard, but most
enjoyed the spectacle of their fellow telemarketer being ridden by the
woman who sat next to him and said very little to any of them. 



  “Whore,” one woman condemned, as
Jocelyn quickened her pace, feeling an inescapable sensation rising in
her, bringing her closer and closer to completion.  
     “Filthy whore.”
  The word drove her towards her goal.  


 “Oh, yes I am,” and then she came, crying out.  Billy
was brought to the brink by the tightening of the muscles of her
vaginal walls around him and her vocal expression of pleasure, and he
poured himself into her, fingers digging into her breasts, leaving
delicious bruises that would be there for at least a week or so.
 


 Jocelyn sat a moment, the boy still inside her, catching her
breath and leaning against his thin chest.  His
heart was pounding.  Finally, she rose, allowed her
skirts to drop and faced her coworkers brazenly.  


 “Nothing more to see here,” she told them, “unless one of
you wants a turn?”  Her gaze fell on the woman who
had called her a whore, a woman who was devoutly religious and critical
of everyone around her.  “You,
Cathy?”  


 Cathy licked her lips.  “I …” Her lusty
desire was written on her face, but she couldn’t bring herself to say
anything.  After all, she wasn’t
supposed to feel that anything existed between her legs; of course the
heat there was just imaginary.  The man closest to
her pushed her forward and Cathy gasped as she fell at Jocelyn’s feet
and looked up at her.  Jocelyn,
with Billy’s juices dripping down her thighs, motioned and reluctantly,
the woman came forward, her hands reaching upwards under the skirt …
 


“Hey, Jocelyn, are you alright?”  Billy tapped
her shoulder, and the woman broke from her imaginings.  Ah
well, Cathy would have to wait.  Many things waited
for later.  She should write this down, so she could
visit them whenever she wished.  Other people wrote
this stuff, why not her?  Of course, her grammar was
not the best, nor was her spelling.  Maybe she could
dictate it to someone.  Ha.  Like she could afford that. 


“Are you alright?” he repeated, and his eyes shone with concern.



“I’m fine, Billy.” 


“That’s good.  Hey, I have a date tonight!” he
was so proud of himself that it was charming, even though she envied
him the date.  It had been so long since she had one 
 


“That’s nice,” she forced herself to smile brightly, encouraging
him.  He was a sweet boy.  He
deserved his date. 


“What are you doing tonight?” There was hope in his tone, as if
he wanted her to come back with something exciting, something that
would equal his date. 


Jocelyn sighed ruefully.  What did she ever do? 
She went home, she watched something on the television or a VHS
– she couldn’t afford a   DVD 
 player on her salary, much less purchase the  
DVD  ’s she’d like to have – and
then went to bed after masturbating.  She got up the
next morning, came to this mind-numbing work, and did it all over again. 
Weekends were more of the same; just insert mind-numbing
housework for the mind-numbing work.  “I’m just
staying in,” she told him.  “I don’t have any plans,
really.” 


“Gee, that’s too bad.  You need to get out
more,” and then thankfully, his phone rang and he had to answer it. 
It kept Jocelyn from saying what she wanted to say in response. 
Get out more?  Oh
sure, like she wanted to roam around the city by herself, one of those
pathetic woman at whom no one looked twice.   She
could envision herself at the movie theatre, alone, finding solace in a
tub of popcorn, or sitting at the bar nursing a drink and looking
around hungrily at the men who ignored her, the men who would move in,
shark like, to capture the younger and slimmer women who laughed loudly
and wore too much lipstick.  Ugh.  No
thank you. 


Billy’s practiced answer to his phone was professional and
older-sounding than his true age.  “Hello, thank you
for calling Sell Cell.  How many plans will you be
purchasing today?” 


At least the customers called in instead of the workers having to
call out.  However, the customers were suckered with wild promises for a cellular
plan that was useless unless they purchased the upgrades, the phone and
a yearlong service plan. It was Jocelyn’s job to make them buy those
upgrades and be happy about it.  She loathed her job. 
People were short with her, and it wasn’t in her nature to push
them.  In fact, she preferred being told what to do,
rather than encouraging people to do something, especially something
they didn’t want.  She also hated when they snapped
at her, or hung up on her.  Even though she knew she
shouldn’t, she took it very personally. 


Get out more.  Ha.  There
was a lot she needed to get, and “out” wasn’t necessarily part of it. 
Get it in.  Get something,
get her hunger satisfied. 


Her glance fell on the petite Cathy of her fantasies, and her
mind wandered yet again … 


 The older woman came over to her and pulled Jocelyn’s woolen
skirt up a bit to reveal her knees.  “Open your
legs,” Cathy demanded.  A slight trembling in
Jocelyn’s thighs preceded her following this order, and then the woman
crawled under the desk of her cubicle.  From there,
Cathy ordered, “Turn your chair around – and don’t let anyone know
what’s happening.”  


 Jocelyn did as she was told, then felt Cathy’s hot mouth
moving up her legs, past her knees.  She drew in her
breath, sharply, and Billy looked over at her.  


 “Quiet …” Cathy hissed, biting the inside of her thigh hard
as punishment, her teeth bruising the delicate flesh.  Jocelyn
almost jumped from the pain, but managed to control her urge to escape.
 


 Her phone rang just as Cathy reached the hot core between
her legs and used her fingers to spread the inner lips.  “Thank
you for calling Sell Cell,” the brown-haired woman said mechanically as
she felt a tongue glide along her clit.  “How may I
help you?”  


 “I was interested in your special I heard about on the
radio.”  


 “Oh, the buy one get one free?”
 


 “Yes.  How long of a service contract
does that entail?”  


 As the man and she discussed the particulars of the offer,
Cathy continued her lapping and sucking, inserting a finger into the
brown-haired woman’s wet center, twisting it around.  Jocelyn
felt herself building to climax, tried to control her voice so that it
remained even with the man with whom she spoke.  


 “No, that’s part of the service contract.”  


 Just then, Cathy sucked hard and Jocelyn went over the crest
into paroxysms of pleasure, her hips bucking.  Billy
looked over knowingly and reached to her breast,
twisted the nipple.  His touch made her orgasm even
more powerful, and she fought to maintain composure as she completed
the transaction.  


 “Thank you for your business,” she concluded, as Cathy
crawled out from under the desk and patted her on the head. 



 “Good girl,” the woman’s lips were glistening with Jocelyn’s
juices.  “Next time we’ll add the butt plug. 
You’ll like that.”  


Her phone rang and Jocelyn returned to the present.  “Thank
you for calling Sell Cell.” 


“I have a complaint.” 


“Let me give you the number to the complaint department; they’ll
be able to help you with any problem you have.” 


The man’s voice became stringent.  “This is
the number I called the first time, and I want to talk to the person I
talked to then.” 


Jocelyn’s sigh was audible.  “I understand,
Sir, but there’s nothing I can do to help you.  This
is the sales department.  The complaint department
is …” 


“I don’t want to be transferred again.  I’ve
already waited over fifteen minutes to get a person.” 


Her tone became testy.  “I understand that you
were in queue for a while, Sir, but that’s not my problem.  I
can’t help you with a complaint.  You’ll be wasting
your time and mine.  All I can do is transfer you or
hang up.  It’s your call; it’s your choice.” 


“Listen to me, you little bitch, I have rights …” 


His voice thankfully faded as Jocelyn hung up on him. 
She knew that was not the way to handle the situation, but she
couldn’t bring herself to listen to him, not when there were such
steamy thoughts in her head. 


Billy noticed.  “Wow, did you hang up on that
guy?” 


“He called me a bitch,” she told him.  She
didn’t add the fact that she had been rude, but the guy had asked for
it.  Didn’t he know that her time was valuable? 
She couldn’t waste her precious breath on some idiot who
wouldn’t listen to reason.  At least, that’s what
she told herself.  It helped to ease the nervousness
of what she had done.  If her call had been
monitored, she was in big trouble. 


His voice cracked a little, “That’s not nice.  They’re
not supposed to call you names.  People are mean,
sometimes.” 


Of course, her call was monitored.  Her
supervisor came over, his face dark and foreboding.  She
looked up at him, flashing him a tentative smile that wasn’t returned. 
His mouth was pursed and he was breathing heavily.  Billy’s
eyes were wide with sympathy as he turned to answer another call. 
He knew that she was about to receive another reprimand. 
So did she. 


“Sign off, Jocelyn; we have to talk.”  Her
supervisor’s voice was curt and no-nonsense, expecting no conflict. 
She gave him none. 







   Chapter Two
      

 Unexpected Release 


  


Jocelyn nodded back to the man standing over her, and her fingers
deftly keyed in the sequence that would keep calls from rolling onto
her line.  She followed him to his office, down the
cheaply carpeted hall and past staring co-workers.  She
counted her steps as she walked, as if that could delay the inevitable
chewing out she was about to receive. 


He was a middle-aged man with a brown mustache that wiggled when
he talked and hair that was receding quickly, giving him the look of
too much forehead.  He was stocky and wore an
ill-fitting and cheap suit, and affected an air of superiority and team
spirit that was, frankly, irritating. His name was Greg Wilson. 


He opened the door to his office for her, motioned.  She
entered and stood there, uneasy, waiting for him to do something. 
He closed the door behind them, and the noisy call center’s
distracting murmur was dulled.  She could still hear
the phones, but not the voices of those who answered them.  That
was a blessing.  She always went home with a
headache. 


“Sit down.  Please.”  The
pleasantry was definitely an afterthought. 


Jocelyn sat, decorously crossing her legs and revealing the fact
that she wasn’t wearing underwear, if he was looking.  He
didn’t seem to notice.  She sighed, irritated at
being ignored.  Greg sat behind his desk, steepling
his fingers before him and staring at her a moment, then shook his head. 
His silent disapproval made her uncomfortable, and she was
relieved when he finally began speaking. 


“I personally monitored that last call, and you did not follow
protocol.  In fact, you were inexcusably rude.”



“Excuse me,” she muttered, then found that very funny. 
He didn’t, and frowned at her giggle.. 
“Well, in the manual it says that we don’t have to take abuse.”



“You don’t take your position seriously.  This
isn’t the first time that we’ve had this conversation, Jocelyn. 
Your work ethic is very lacking.  You’re
constantly late, you slip out early, and you’ve missed at least three
days a month since you’ve been here.” 


She met his gaze.  “Those were days without
pay.” 


“But we hired you to be here, not goofing off.  I’ve
had my eye on you for a while now, and I’m not pleased.  Not
pleased at all.”  He shook the edges of his head,
almost sadly, and it was all she could do to keep from reacting in
anger to his patronizing attitude.  Anger wouldn’t
help now.  He licked his lips, leaving traces of dew
on his stiff mustache.  “You escalated the call
instead of talking him down.” 


“He called me a bitch!” 


“I don’t think that this job is working out for you.  I
know that it’s not working for Sell Cell, and it’s not working for you. 
You’ve only been here six months and average about two
complaints a week, which is a record for this company – not a record of
which we’re proud.  I would like you to clean out
your desk …” 


“Cubicle,” she corrected. 


 “Cubicle, then.    
Please clean it out right now, and leave the premises.” 


The import of what he was saying hit her.  “You’re
firing me?”  Her mind reeled, as if she had been
physically struck across the face.  She stared at
him blankly, a roaring in her ears, and despite herself
her mind wandered once again, creating a scenario in which she could
luxuriate instead of facing the harsh reality. 


 Greg shook his head in disgust.  “I knew
you weren’t bright, but I didn’t realize that you were stupid. 
I don’t know why we kept you on this long.  You’re rude, you’re confrontational and you’re
lazy. You don’t represent Sell Cell well at all.  In
fact,” and he stood, reaching down into a
drawer and pulling out a black, wooden paddle, “You deserve a good
spanking.  Yes.  That’s what you
deserve.”  


 “What?” she exclaimed, rising in outrage.  


 “Sit down,” and suddenly, his thin voice was commanding. 
She did immediately, without thinking; it was an involuntary
reaction to his demand.  Jocelyn could not meet his
dark eyes, and there was a faint flutter in her stomach from the
strength in his voice.  


 He laid the paddle on the desk with an ominous click. 
  


 Greg came behind her seat, put both hands on her shoulders
and leaned forward to whisper in her ear, “You are a very, very naughty
girl, Jocelyn Silvers.”  


 “Yes,” she agreed breathlessly.  


 Taking her by the arms, he almost gently helped her rise,
and bent her over using the pressure of his warm hand on her neck. 
Her chest pressed onto his desk, and she turned her head so that
her cheek lay on the papers strewn there.  He
maintained the pressure on her neck as he lifted her skirt, revealing
the soft roundness of her ass.  She felt a chill as
her flesh was exposed, the air-conditioning in his office bringing
goose bumps to her pale flesh.  


 “Well, at least you’ve done something right,” he murmured as
he ran his hand over her bare bottom.  “It’s good to
find a woman who doesn’t wear underwear.  It makes
access all that much easier.”  Strangely, she was
pleased by his praises, and a small smile curved her full lips, painted
with a berry lipstick that tasted of bubblegum.  She
ran her tongue over the sensitive flesh.  


 Suddenly, his open palm struck her on her bottom, hard, and
she cried out in both shock and pain.  She
struggled.   


 The hold on her neck tightened.  “No
noise; we don’t want the others to hear you,” he directed, coldly and
sternly.  “Understand?”  His
fingers dug into her buttock, hard enough that she knew the imprints
would be there for several days.  “Understand?”
 


 “Yes, Sir,” quiet, intense, falling into some realm where
she was just a creature of sensation, with no will of her own to descry
the outrage she knew she should feel.   



 He reached for the paddle, and then administered a spanking
that at first merely stung, then became increasingly painful as the
blows continued to fall upon the same, already tender, areas. 
Jocelyn bit her lip at each stroke; small noises escaped her
despite her resolve to remain silent under the barrage.  Each
blow resounded in the small office like a ricochet, and her flesh
trembled under the onslaught of the paddle.  Soon
she was twitching, trying to escape the punishing smacks, but his hand
held her firm.  Time began to have no meaning, and
she was floating.  The blows became less painful,
more like warm gouts of water upon her bruised flesh.  She
was almost disappointed, but then her bottom cheeks began to throb. 
Greg seemed to sense this change in her.  Releasing
his hold on her neck, he reached forward and caressed her shaved pussy
as he continued her chastisement.   


 “Bad girls deserve to be punished,” he punctuated each word
with a new and excruciating whack of the paddle on her already bruised
flesh and a stroke of his fingers.  She was so wet
now, dripping on him, and he laughed at her.  “So
you like your punishment, do you?”  


 “I do, Sir.”  Until this time in his
office, she had never before called him “Sir,” but it seemed
appropriate now.  His demeanor – and her inward self
– demanded it.  


 “Well, let’s see how you like this.”  The
paddle was laid aside.  Jocelyn began to rise, but
wet fingers held her down by the neck again.  “Stay
put.”  


  “As you wish, Sir.”  
    


 The hand was removed.  Behind her, she
heard him unzip his pants, his breath catch and become rougher. 
All she could see was the wall where an inspirational poster
hung, proclaiming:  There’s no “I” in “Team,” with a
picture of several young men in spandex on racing bikes. All except one
was out of focus, and his expression was resolute.  Greg’s
sweaty palms were suddenly on her hips and she could feel the head of
his shaft at the cleft of her bottom, like a soft, warm pillow of flesh.
 


 “Oh no,” she protested, her voice still low, “Please, no.” 
She had never been taken in that manner, and the thought of it
frightened her.  She was of the mind that her anus
was for output, not input.  How could anyone find
that enjoyable?  


 “Shut up,” he grunted, and then thrust himself forward. 
He had to struggle to get himself into her, working out the
opening with his fingers and the head of his cock.  It
seemed to be an excruciating eternity, and then something in her opened
and he slid into her with more ease than before.  It
was like he had broken through a barrier. 
She knew that there was no cherry on the bottom, but something
had given into his rough and insistent ministrations.  


 Jocelyn did her best not to scream as her nether regions
were violated, his hips rocking against her flaming ass as he drove
himself deeper and deeper into her body, his torso pressed against
hers, the rough fabric of his cheap suit creating friction through the
thin material she wore.  The initial pain faded in
her tunnel as she relaxed under the continuous pressure, a strange
sensation of odd pleasure moving through her.  It
was like having an orgasm backwards. He continued to ride her squirming
body, as one would ride a colt, taming her with the power of his
manhood and the exquisite agony he created in her.  She
welcomed being broken and tethered.  


 Suddenly she came, explosively and unexpectedly, the
combination of pain and pleasure created a climax that was unparalleled
to any that she had previously experienced.  Her
involuntary movements and attempts to silence her cries of delight
drove Greg over the edge, and he panted loudly as his thrusting became
more aggressive until he groaned aloud and collapsed on top of her. 
He spurted inside her; a fiery geyser of jism that she imagined
went all the way through her body.  


 Jocelyn could feel their combined juices drip down her
thighs as he withdrew his member from her nether channel.  She
did not move, finding it difficult to even gather
her thoughts.  She felt as if she had been torn in
two, tossed into a sloppy pile and put away wet.   It
was a pity that this was her last day on this job.  There
were so many other naughty things she could do to make her supervisor
punish her, she was sure of it. 



Greg Wilson frowned.  “Are you even listening
to me, Jocelyn?” 


She snapped back to reality with an abrupt jolt, but managed to
avoid showing any of her lascivious imaging, or the images impact upon
her.  “Of course,” she told him coolly.  “I’m
fired.” 


He sighed.  “I hope that someday you learn
focus.  Or find something that you’re good at doing. 
It certainly isn’t here.”  He looked like he
wanted to say something else, but thought better of it. 


“Are we through?” 


“We’re through.  You’ll get your pay for today
in the mail, and make sure that you turn in your badge on your way out.”



“Here,” and she tore of the thin metal chain from around her
neck, to which was affixed an unflattering picture of herself and the
official Sell Cell icon.   


She rose without waiting for his response, moved haughtily back
to her desk.  Billy stared open-mouthed. 
“Are you okay?” he whispered. 


Jocelyn shook her head, despising the tears that gathered in the
corner of her eyes.  It wasn’t so much losing the
job as it was being rejected yet again.  She just
couldn’t find a place where she belonged, where what she was good at
was a valuable asset to her employer.  She swallowed
as she gathered her few personal affects:  a stuffed
Stitch doll, an erotica novel and her favorite pen.  



“They fired you?” his voice cracked in disbelief, a look of hurt
on his young features.  Better
learn now, Billy, that the world is full of mean people. 


She couldn’t even look at him.  “Yep.”  Her gaze caught
Cathy’s, though, and the woman looked away with a smug smile. 
Bitch.  Tight-laced,
self-important, sanctimonious bitch.  Bitch!



Billy rose, suddenly and unexpectedly embraced her.  “I’m
sorry,” he told her genuinely.  “I’ll miss you.”



She pulled away from his body, his scent of youth and musk and
cheap aftershave, and smiled at him.  “Me, too,” she
told him, then leaned forward and planted a kiss on his soft, uneven
cheek.   


He blushed crimson, “Bye, Jocelyn.” 


“Bye, bye, Billy.”  And she was gone, hearing
as she left his youthful voice answering the phones she’d never have to
answer again.  She made her way through the maze of
cubicles, avoiding the stares and the embarrassment they caused. 
Many didn’t even notice, because they were packing up to get
ready to leave themselves.  She checked her watch;
it was   5:25 
.  Time to go … well, in
five minutes.  Sell Cell would dock you every
minute you didn’t work. 


She drew out her punch card and after registering her last day
with the company, returned it to its slot.  As much
as she longed to be petulant and rip it up, or something, she needed
the money. 


Outside, her eyes scanned the parking lot for her vehicle, and
she made her way over to where it sat, gloomily looking at the waiting
line of cars ready to exit the shopping center and fight their way to
the beltway. 


Of course; it was rush hour. 
Damned Greg Wilson could have fired her earlier so she’d miss
the traffic.  It was inconsiderate of him, really. 
Inconsiderate bastard. 


She started her car. 







   CHAPTER THREE
      

 Tempting Offerings 


  


 But   what to do? 
How could she now survive, with no job, no social interaction,
and no foreseeable change to that situation?  She
was back to the question of her college days, the unanswerable feelings
that offered no definite answers, only strange longings that seemed to
promise fulfillment. 


As she drove home, Jocelyn cursed the interminable traffic, Greg
Wilson who never spanked her, Billy who never fucked her, Cathy who
never ate her out.  However, the greatest vitriol
was save for the very real fact that now she had no income. 
She had about $500 in her checking account, and her $750 rent
was due next week, as well as electric and phone bills.  She
sighed deeply, guiding her old beige Mustang through the thick,
ponderous traffic.  Someone cut her off and she
honked irritably at her, and the woman flashed the finger. 


 “Damned Volvo drivers.  
They think they’re invincible,” she muttered.  “Hope
you crash, bitch.” 


She toyed with the radio, found a station that played 80’s music. 
She liked 80’s music.  It made her feel like
a teenager again.  “Love is a battlefield,” she
sang, “We are young …” Pat Benatar always brought her back to her
youth, to the days when headbands went around the forehead and glitter
makeup was something you made, not purchased.  She
shook her brown curls, and her hazel eyes opened wide, focused on the
busy beltway.  She was a lush woman, young-looking
for her age.  She still got
carded when ordering drinks at bars, and that made her feel good. 
A part of her was having difficulty aging.  Her
mind protested that she was still a girl in her late teens. 
Her lips were full and pouty, and her skin alabaster with a
slight dusting of freckles across her upturned nose.  She
was completely careless of her natural beauty, dressing in Wal-Mart
clothes that hid her frame and didn’t flatter her as well as they could. 
Still, there was an allure to her that could not be denied, and
many people saw it in her even if she didn’t. 
 


 Typically   this
drive took forty-five minutes, but for some reason, it was worse today
than usual.  Her mood sunk, and Jocelyn felt despair
on top of the irritation.  She was so eating that
pint of Ben and Jerry’s when she got home. 


A silver BMW roadster moved up behind her, but she ignored the
car, humming along to the music and trying to dismiss the fact that she
was jobless, poor and horny.  She drew in a breath,
blew it out hard.  One door closed, another opened. 
She’d always tried to maintain that positive mentality, but the
honest fact was that she really didn’t have many skills in order to get
any sort of decently paying job.  She could talk,
she could file and she could imagine lurid sexual adventures. 
 


Ah, she could eat cat food maybe.  Other
people did.  Or Ramen noodles.  She
could make a mean Ramen noodles. 


Ugh.  Maybe the myriad of flavors made a
difference, but she didn’t think so. 


The roadster pulled up to the right of her, and then honked in a
friendly manner.  Jocelyn glanced over, and caught a
glimpse of a devilishly handsome man with long honey-blonde hair and
deep, piercing eyes.  He smiled at her, and his
teeth were very white. 


Surprised, Jocelyn smiled back.  She wasn’t
used to gorgeous men smiling at her like that. 


The man licked his lips, and then motioned with his head. 
She was momentarily bemused, then
realized he wanted her to follow him off the next ramp.  Her
heart began to beat more rapidly.  Dare she?  After all, up until
now all her wild sexual exploits were fantasies.  She’d
had a few boyfriends, but the relationships were all boring, missionary
position sex with a little oral on her part thrown in. 


And now … her eyes slid to him. Yum.
He motioned again, and somehow there was undeniable steel in his gaze,
a silent command that excited and intrigued her.  She
slowed down and cut off the person behind him in order to follow him
wherever he would lead her. 


What the hell.  She had just lost her job. 
Her life was dull and uninspired.  What did
she have to lose?  If he turned out to be a psycho,
then at lease she’d go in an interesting way. 


The man took the next off-ramp, and she recklessly guided her car
behind him.  The road was desolate, one not often
used.  There wasn’t much there in the area, just
some industrial buildings deserted for the evening.  These
places usually closed two hours before the other businesses and, as it
was becoming dusk, the sporadic lighting in the lots was coming on but
did little to illuminate the area. 


He parked in the back of one of the lots, far from any buildings. 
He opened his car door and stepped out.  He
was tall, over six feet, impeccably dressed in an expensive navy suit. 
His hair fell in waves to his shoulders, and his face was
cleanly shaved.  His eyes were an impossible
turquoise color that she thought might be contacts, but as he
approached, she saw that it was his natural shade.  Wow. 
 


Jocelyn pulled in next to him, and then slowly exited her car. 
His gaze raked her from face to foot, then back to her face
again, obviously judging her and approving of what he saw. 


“You’ll certainly do,” he said in a voice like a combination of
honey and whiskey.  It sent chills down her spine,
and she immediately got wet between her legs.  It
was apparent to her what he wanted, and she was amazingly willing to
give it to him. 


He stepped forward, and then lifted her chin with one finger and
laid his lips on hers.  She felt her world tip and
fell into a dizzying wave of sensation.  In all her
life, in all her dreams, she had never been kissed so deeply and fully,
as if her mouth was being slowly devoured and he wanted to suck up her
soul via his lips. 


When he finally released her, she almost fell over and he caught
her by her shoulders.  He looked down into her
unfocused eyes, and his smile melted her knees even more.  It
was gorgeous yet feral, the smile of a predator. 


“What do you want?” he demanded, gently yet firmly.  She
shook her head. 


“I don’t know,” and unaccountably, tears came to her eyes. 
She was somewhat frightened of him, knowing that what she sought
could be given her at last.  He read the fear and it
seemed to please him.  He stroked away a tear with
his thumb. 


By this time, night had fallen and the air was slightly chilly. 
She shivered in the autumn air, and he noticed.  He
leaned over and opened the passenger door to his car. 


“Get in.” 


Warning bells went off in her head, knowing the foolhardiness of
this action.  The man could be a murderer. 
She wasn’t so concerned about him being a rapist, since it was
apparent what both of them wanted.   You can’t
rape the willing. 


She decided.  She slid onto the leather seat,
and he shook his head.  “Lift your skirt and sit.” 
She adjusted the fabric, the leather cool against her shaved
flesh and lack of underwear.  He leaned across,
fastened her seatbelt and then closed the door.  



When he entered the car, he looked over at her.  “You’ll
do as I say?  No questions or refusals?” 


“Yes.” 


His brow furrowed.  “Yes,
what?” 


Her mind raced, and then she guessed at what he wanted. 
“Yes, Sir?” she said hesitantly.  That
appeared to please him, and he started the car.  She
watched the power in his arms as he drove down the winding road, the
tendons in his wrist moving under tanned skin as he deftly worked the
gearshift.  The roadster hugged the curves with an
ease like a woman’s spandex dress. 


The music on the CD player was classical.  “What
is this?” she asked.  He glanced at her, looked back
to the road. 


“You weren’t given permission to speak.” 


Jocelyn swallowed, but sat quietly.  Unaccountably,
she found herself growing even more excited by his dominant attitude,
and squirmed in her seat, her naked quim finding pleasure in moving
over the slick leather. 


“Sit still.” 


She did, and turned her attention to the vista outside the window. 
The area was becoming residential, and the houses were far apart
from each other, each luxurious and looming.  One
she mistook for a hospital, it was so large and industrial looking. 
Finally, they came to a brick home set back from the road, and
then turned through the wrought iron fence onto the winding driveway. 
As he pulled up to the large, dusky house with mahogany
shutters, she stared open-mouthed at the opulence revealed before her.



The man exited the car, came over and opened the BMW’s door for
her.  She unlocked her seatbelt and rose, attempting
a grace that showed a bit of awkwardness.  His
turquoise eyes fell upon the seat where she had been, brought a mocking
smile to his perfect lips, and she turned to see the reason. 
A large wet spot was there. 


She blushed, and he laughed at her, full-throated and rich. She
debated wiping off the leather, but decided against it.  Perhaps
if she pretended like it hadn’t happened, rather like an unintentional
burst of flatulence, she could ignore it? 
Something told her that he wouldn’t, though.  She
looked up at him, eyes huge in her piquant face. 


“Come,” he nodded to her, and then ascended the steps to the
front door, not looking to see if she obeyed but rather assuming that
she would.  Jocelyn stood behind him, shivering more
now from nervousness than from the cold as he inserted his key into the
lock and turned it. 


The lights were off when he entered, and an alarm beeped for his
attention.  He quickly keyed in a code, flicked a
switch.  Lights illuminated the hallways in which
they stood, revealing a hardwood floor and several tasteful pieces of
artwork.   


She followed him further into the house, marveling at the
extravagance.  She had never in
her life been in such an expensive place.  It
was intimidating, and she felt very off-balance here.  Still,
she recalled his kiss and felt a burning deep within her for that
sensation once again. 


The kitchen was done in white and black marble tile, with marble
tops on the counter and on the large island set in the huge room. 
She looked around, catching her breath.  His
kitchen was almost as large as her entire apartment. 


He noticed her appraisal and gave a small, amused smile as he
watched her wonderment, almost paternal in his behavior. 


She almost asked something, hesitated.  He led
her through the kitchen after getting two glasses with ice in them. 
She followed him again, and once again was
brought into a large and impressive room.  It
was decorated in an entirely masculine
fashion, with deep overstuffed leather couches, a burgundy rug and
mahogany end tables.  A small bar sat under a
wall-length mirror, and he poured two Scotches without asking her if
she wanted one.  She took the proffered glass then
sat where he indicated. 


She sank into the seat, leaning back and sipping her Scotch. 
It burned her throat and she coughed a little from its bite. 
 


The man sat across from her in an easy chair, leaning forward
with his drink held between his open legs.  He
stared at her for a moment, as if consuming her features, and she
stirred in discomfort under his scrutiny. 


Finally, he sat back and sipped the alcohol.  “I’m
not sure what to make of you,” he mused, “You’re a lovely woman but you
don’t realize your potential.  Your clothes are
terrible, yet they cannot hide your beauty.  You are
obviously a sensual creature, and you crave danger and adventure. 
However, I don’t believe that you’ve ever done anything like
this before.  Am I right?” 


She stared at him, still in a daze of confusion, and he barked,
“Answer me!” 


“No, nothing like this,” she replied automatically. 


“And yet you are remarkably compliant,” he returned to his
appraisal.  “Still … there are certain things of
which I must be certain.  Are you a virgin?” 


“No.” 


“No, Sir.” 


“No, Sir.” 


“Good.  Have you ever had oral sex, given or
received?” 


She was embarrassed by his forthrightness, but was too in his
thrall to be offended by his blunt questioning.  “I’ve
given.”  Her mind wandered back to Cathy of her
fantasies.  “Not received.  Sir.” 


 “Anal sex?”   



“No!” she responded automatically, then
added, “No, Sir.” 


“Very well, then, let’s begin this,” and he lay his drink on the
end table beside his chair and stood.  “You will do
as I say.  If you cannot comply with my
instructions, I will take you back to your car now.  If
you do comply and you please me, you will be richly rewarded. 
Are these terms agreeable to you? 


Jocelyn thought of her diminished bank account.  Was
she whoring herself?   


Did it matter? 


“I will do as you instruct, Sir.” 


“Good, good.  Finish your drink,” and he
unbuttoned his suit jacket, turned from her as he laid it on the chair
in which he had been sitting.  She sipped as he
removed his immaculate white shirt, first taking out the ebony and
diamond cufflinks, then moving to the buttons down the center. 
He shrugged himself from the fabric and turned to face her,
revealing a body that was rippled with muscles, hard and sleek. 
Her eyes grew wide and he seemed to enjoy her reaction. 
He folded the shirt and laid it on the jacket.  



He bent down, unlaced his shoes and removed them, then the socks. 
His belt came off next, leaving him in only his dress pants,
standing there like some sort of Greek god.  Jocelyn
gulped down the Scotch in one draught. 


“And now,” his honeyed voice roughened as he approached her, “Let
us begin, little girl.” 


He stood in front of her, motioned.  She put
the glass aside, then removed her clothes slowly, tentatively: 
first the blouse, then the bra, and finally her skirt. 
She slipped from her heels using either foot to toss the shoes
from her feet.  She sat there, nude before him, as
he examined her with his head cocked to one side.  



He again motioned.  She reached up to unbutton
his waistband.  He brushed away her fingers. 


 “With your mouth.”   



A shiver ran through her as she leaned forward and tugged at the
cotton fabric with her teeth, using her tongue to negotiate the button. 
She could smell him – musky and warm – and then the buttonhole
released the button and she tugged at the fabric.  The
zipper gave with a purr that seemed to echo in the quiet room. 


He stepped backwards, hooked his thumbs in the belt loops, and
pulled off his pants, sliding them from his slim hips.  He
stepped out of the fabric and stood there completely naked, his large
manhood erect and tumescent.   


Jocelyn ran the tip of her tongue over her lips.  He
came back towards her, stood there, expectant.  And
she knew what he expected. 


She leaned forward, her mouth opening to accept him.  The
smooth skin was soft and tasted vaguely of sweat.  Her
eyes closed as she moved back and forth on his shaft, enjoying the
sensation of warmth between her lips.  Suddenly, he
grabbed her by the back of her hair and pulled her away. 


“Not yet,” his voice had gone husky, and his smile was ragged. 
“Not yet.” 


He knelt in front of her, motioned her legs open so that he could
see between them.  Jocelyn squirmed in
embarrassment, looked upward at the ceiling in the hopes that perhaps
she could find something there to occupy her attention. There was
something too personal about having her private parts examined as if
she were some kind of melon being tested for ripeness. 


“Good.  Very nice job
shaving.” 


He probed her with finger and thumb, inserting one into her tight
hole while the other idly flicked her hard nub of pleasure back and
forth.  Her breath quickened as sparks shot through
her at this stranger’s intimate touch. 


“Look at me,” she did, and became lost in his upturned turquoise
gaze.  “Don’t move.” 


Suddenly, he leaned forward and placed his mouth upon her most
secret place, licking and sucking furiously.  Jocelyn
cried out in surprise more than anything else,
but she had never had someone do that to her before.  His
tongue and his finger were inside her, moving about, and the pressure
his actions were creating in her body drove her closer and closer to a
climax … 


Just as abruptly, he stopped and grinned at her.  “Almost,
wasn’t it?” he ran a finger on the inside of her thigh, noting its
twitch.  “But you don’t get to cum yet.  And
when you do, it will be when I say you can.” 


She gasped aloud at that, and then he was upon her. 


He tossed her the length of the soft couch like
she was a doll, and placed his body atop hers.  Her
legs wrapped about his as she craved violation by him.  He
didn’t disappoint. 


His powerful hands encircled her wrists, holding them above her
head, and he plunged into her body in one savage motion.  She
cried aloud at the onslaught and quick flash of pain, but his smooth
movement within her was blinding her with pleasure. 


In her ear, she could hear his harsh breath as the full weight of
his body held her pinned.  She squirmed to test his
mastery over her, and he answered with a growl and a fiercer thrust. 
It was like all of the rape fantasies she had ever imagined. 
He was fucking her, hard and seeking only after his own
pleasure, and she loved it.  Too many lovers in her
past had been so concerned with her satisfaction that she never
achieved any sort of pleasure.  This stranger was
driving her further and further into her animal self, becoming
completely about the body, and she knew that she could never have sex
the old way again. 


She was building, building to climax as he gripped her wrists in
one hand and used the other to clutch her breast.  He
snarled, “Are you ready?” 


“Yes,” too softly for his tastes.  He twisted
the soft globe beneath his fingers and she cried out, half a sob. 
 


“Are you ready?” 


“Yes!” 


 Another hard, crushing twist. 
    “Yes, what?” 



 “Yes, Sir!”   



He chuckled as he moved his mouth to her ear.  She
could smell her juices on him.  “Then beg me for it.”



“Oh, please, please, let me cum,” she sobbed.  “Please,
Sir, let me cum!” 


 “Cum.”    


And she did, as violently and intensely as she had been taken by
him, her body shuddering with the power of the pleasure he had forced
upon her.  He continued to move within her, and like
the aftershocks of an earthquake, the orgasm continued until she
thought she would faint from the intensity. 


Still he did not orgasm himself, his control impeccable as he
thrust hard into her savaged body.  His hand
tightened hard around her wrists and she instinctively struggled, but
could not move within his grip.  He was so powerful,
so controlling, and she had never felt so
lost in the moment as she was at this time. 


It seemed that her orgasm continued for hours or seconds – she
had no sense of time anymore – and finally he made a sound like a cross
between a growl and a groan and bit hard into her shoulder, drawing
blood.  She screamed, the
sudden shock of attack combined with the constant pleasure driving her
into an orgasm so intense that she could not contain herself. 
 


He collapsed upon her, panting, and she slowly came back to the
here and now.  The import of what she had just done
leaked into her mind, and she was horrified yet titillated. 
She didn’t even know this man’s name, and yet here she was,
naked on his couch, dripping both of their juices upon the expensive
cushion.   


He rose, naked and still gorgeous, and looked down at her. 
“Did you enjoy that?” he silked, a slight smile upon his lips
indicating that he already knew the answer to his question. 
She nodded, eyes large, and slowly sat up and drew her legs
beneath her. 


“Good.  Get dressed, and I’ll take you back to
your car,” abruptly, he turned and disappeared through a doorway. 
She could hear a door close somewhere in the house.  Jocelyn
reached for her clothes and, fingers trembling, dressed.  Her
hair was a tumble with her curls, and she ran her fingers through them. 
She sat upon the couch, clothed, waiting. 


It felt oddly submissive to wait for him like this.  Part
of her found it pleasurable, although she knew that most women would be
outraged at his assumption that she had nothing better to do. 
In some ways, it was like being a good girl, and she took an odd
pride in that sensation.  She liked being a good
girl. 


 At long last  , he
came back.  He was wearing a
pullover top and jeans, and looked as delicious as he had in a suit. 
He extended a hand to her; she took it and rose gracefully.



“Let’s get you back to your car,” he genially led her back
through the ornate kitchen, “I’m sure you’d like to get back to your
responsibilities.” 


“I don’t have any,” she blurted as he locked the outside door
behind them.  “I just got fired today.”  



 What on earth  
possessed her to tell him that?  He looked down on
her, one eyebrow raised.  “Really?” and then he led
her outside. 


Again, he held the door to the car for her, buckled her in. 
When he was in the driver’s seat of the
roadster and was driving them back towards her vehicle, he
demanded, “Tell me about losing your job.  What
happened?” 


Despite herself, she found herself revealing everything: 
the boredom with her job, her ennui with life and even her
fantasies with her co-workers and with strangers whom she saw on the
street.  At that, he chuckled paternally once again,
and although she knew she should be
insulted by his patronizing attitude, there was a part of her that was
pleased that she had pleased him. 


“It seems that you need a change of pace,” he soothed, “You’re
too passionate and fiery for answering phones.” 


“It’s all that I’m good for,” she mumbled.  “I
don’t type well, and I don’t really have the personality to be an
executive.  I wouldn’t like someone to work under
me.” 


“Only on top of you?” he grinned wickedly at her and she blushed.



“You know what I mean.” 


“Of course I do; you wouldn’t assume that I misunderstood.”



She shook her head emphatically.  “Oh, no!”  She felt like a
child right now, and at the same time as if she had been finally made a
woman.  She brushed curls from
her face, bit her lower lip. 


“We’re here.” 


The ride seemed as if it were too short.  She
was disappointed it was over.  He pulled up next to
her Mustang, and then indicated she was to wait while he came around to
open her door for her.  He did, held out his hand to
help her to rise from the low seat.  She did and
found her legs were shaky. 


“Give me your keys.” 


He opened her car door for her, held her from entering with a
warm hand on her shoulder.  It felt soothing, and
she suddenly realized the night had grown chill. 


“Kiss me,” he ordered, and she turned and fell into his arms as a
dead weight, her mouth seeking his, body pressed against the hardness
of his and feeling his excitement growing.  He
finally pushed her from him, gently and with no reproach. 


She looked up at him, eyes dreamy, as he reached into his back
pocket and pulled out a card.  He had obviously been
planning to give it to her when he dressed.  Bemused,
she took it.   


“Alaric Weston, Esquire,” she read aloud.  “Tatum,
Kissin and Hartman, LLP.”  Hazel eyes met turquoise. 
“You’re Alaric?” 


“Mr. Weston to you,” he corrected without heat.  “And
yes, I am.  You are?” 


It shocked her to realize that after all this time, all this
physicality, they hadn’t exchanged names.  “Jocelyn
Silvers.” 


 “Pretty name.    
Tomorrow morning you will give the switchboard a call, and tell
them that I have told you to arrange an interview with Human Resources. 
Be certain to tell them that you are applying for the hostess
position.  Do you understand?” 


“Yes,” she whispered, reeling a little from the confusion of all
that he said. 


“Good.  I look forward to seeing you at the
office, Jocelyn.”   


With that, he turned, sat in his car and drove away without
looking back. 


She stood there a moment, alone, trembling in the cold, his card
clutched in her fingers.  He was offering her a job?  Could her luck have
turned that quickly, and by such a random, dangerous act? 


After what seemed an eternity, she got into her car.  It
was time to go home. 







   CHAPTER FOUR
      

 Delicious Possibilities 


  


When Jocelyn awoke, she was struck by momentary confusion. 
The light was too bright outside for it to be   six a.m.  ,
which was when she usually arose.  She lazily turned
to her side and saw that the clock read   twelve o’clock  . 
She sat bolt upright, knowing that she was late for work, and
then she remembered.  Everything came back to her in
a rush, and she flopped back on her bed with a groan.  Her
body ached in delicious ways that she longed to embrace, but the facts
were that she had sex with a stranger the night before, lost her job
and her only prospect for not getting evicted was the business card
sitting on her dresser beside the phone. 


“I can’t believe I did that,” she said aloud, but the bruises on
her breasts attested to the fact of the abuse they received the prior
night.  She had simply come home and stripped,
dropping into bed and sleeping like a stone.  It had
been a long time since she’d been able to sleep so soundly. 


She painfully arose, every muscle in her body protesting last
night’s delightful abuse.  She limped to the
bathroom – not a far walk in her one room apartment, and turned the
water on for a shower. 


As she waited for the water to reach the desired temperature, she
examined herself in the mirror.  There was softness
to her eyes that hadn’t been there before, almost as if submitting to
Mr. Weston had released some pressure pent up in her psyche. 
His powerful taking of her released her from many of her hidden
desires unsatisfied, for now they were.  She had
foolishly risked her safety and even her life, but oh, it had been
worth it.  For the first time in as long as she
could recall, she felt a full satisfaction and contentment, as if her
encounter had fulfilled a desperate, deep need within. 


There were bruises on her arms too, from his strong grip, and her
thighs were as tight as if she had exercised stringently.  After
testing the water, Jocelyn entered the shower stall, gasping a little
as the hot liquid swarmed over her body.  Once she
adjusted to it, it assuaged her muscular aches, dashing against her
golden flesh and sluicing down her lithe body.  She
reached for the shampoo, vanilla scented and cheap, and lathered her
hair.  Her moderate nails felt good on her scalp,
waking her up a bit.  It had been so long since she
had her hair cut in a salon, where she was given a yummy head massage.



As she pummeled the shampoo into a riot of bubbles, there was a
slight regret in her, a strange one really, of losing the scent of him
on her body.  She had awoken with his odor in her
nose, and it was comforting somehow. 


She rinsed her hair, and then applied conditioner.  Again,
it was scented with vanilla.  She had read once that
men preferred the scent of vanilla.  Perhaps that
was because it appealed to their base instincts for a full belly. 
As she let the conditioner set, she picked up her razor. 
She ran it carefully over her armpits first, then her legs,
standing on one and balancing while she placed the one she was shaving
up against the stall’s wall to get a good angle. 


The last she shaved was her nether regions.  She
applied the thick cream to the sensitive area, and then ran the razor
carefully over the soft and supple flesh.  As her
fingers touched her clit, it set off sparks of pleasure that made her
draw in her breath.  She dropped the razor. 


He had certainly fucked her well – hard, thoroughly and deeply. 
She had never had sex like that in her life.  All
the others were boys, soft and tentative
and frustrating.  As her fingers continued to stroke
herself and the water struck her body, she focused on the sensations
her fingers brought her.  Just the memory of Alaric
… no, Mr. Weston, inside of her, moving and thrusting, pounding hard
without a care for her pleasure or desire, was a delicious and
thrilling recollection that made her bite her lip in an expression of
the ecstasy.   


Her fingers moved more rapidly.   


She imagined that he was there, watching her with that satisfied
smile that made her feel like a naughty little girl.  “Oh,
please, let me cum,” she begged aloud again, and in her mind received
his permission. She did, crying out and bending forward with the power
of her climax. It was shattering, and the aftershocks continued even
after she took her hand away. 


She slowly recovered, her legs shaky, the water going a little
chill.  She finished her shave, and then stepped
from the shower.  She reached for the towel, which
was a faded maroon and thin, and ran it over her body.  Her
muscles were a little bit soft for her liking, and she was not model thin and bony, but she knew that most men
preferred meat on their women.  Heck, she read Mademoiselle. 
Men liked vanilla and round women.   


She was actually at the weight healthy for her height, her tummy
a little rounded; arms more muscle than sticks, legs strong and
powerful.  Her face was not angular but the gentle
curves of someone who ate relatively well.  Actually,
she didn’t have money to eat well, but she did eat enough to avoid
passing out from low blood sugar.  Her unruly nest
of curls was shiny and smooth to the touch, and her eyes were bright
and arresting.  Although she did not consider
herself so, she was attractive, not beautiful, but arresting. 


She wrapped the towel around her smooth body, and then exited the
steamy room.  The business card sat by her phone,
like a beckoning beacon.  She moved closer to it,
stared at the fine, elegant writing on it.  Mr.
Alaric Weston, Esquire.  Partner. 
Oh, what a partner he would make. 


What the hell.  She dialed the number. 


“Tatum, Kissin and Hartman,” answered the professionally cool
female voice. 


“Um …,” she stammered, suddenly uneasy.  She
fought the desire to hang up the phone in embarrassment.  “Hi.”



“May I help you?” 


“Mr. Weston told me to ask about the hostess position?” 


The voice perceptibly froze.  “Very well.  Your name?” 


“Jocelyn Silvers.” 


“Please hold.” 


As she listened to the classical music, Jocelyn wondered at the
sudden change in the receptionist’s demeanor.  Why
so chilly to her, when she was doing what she was told to do? 
Maybe this was a mistake.  Maybe
this was some sort of joke that Mr. Weston played on women he picked up
off the street.  She debated hanging up again.



The line clicked back.  “This is Ms. Pru.”



“Hello, Ms. Pru.  My name is Jocelyn Silvers,
and …” 


The woman interrupted, “Whose card did you receive?” 


Apparently, what happened to her last night was a common event at
this law firm.  Jocelyn pondered the import of that,
and visions of lawsuits danced through her head.  Not
hers, though.  She wanted a job, and maybe she’d
even make a little more than she had been making at Sell Cell. 
“Mr. Weston,” and her voice softened
as she spoke his name.  She had to admit that she
had a little crush on him.  Okay, more than a little.



“Did you sleep with Mr. Weston?” 


Jocelyn blinked, the abrupt and forthright question silencing her
for a second.  Finally, she managed, “What?” 


“Did you sleep with Mr. Weston?” the woman repeated, irritation
entering her already brusque tone. 


Taken aback, Jocelyn returned, “Well, we didn’t sleep, but I had
sex with him.”  If the woman was going to be
forthright, then so could she.  Maybe the answer
would shock her. 


It didn’t.  “Good.  Then he
approved of you.”  There was the sound of papers
shuffling.  “Can you come in for an interview today?”



The brown-haired woman thought of her empty schedule and
near-empty bank account.  “Yes.” 


“Excellent.  We’ll see you at three. 
Wear something sexy, and be prepared for a variety of tests that
will involve you sexually.  Be certain to wear high
heels.” 


 “Tests that will involve me sexually?
    What does that mean?” 
A mixture of fear and excitement coursed through her. 


There was a deep sigh.  “This position is for
a woman able to relieve the tensions of our partners and clients. 
You will be available for their needs, in any manner in which
they wish to relieve themselves.  You will be paid
$300,000 a year, plus expenses, to cover the clothes and makeup we
shall choose for you.  Training will last
approximately one month, and you will receive full salary during this
time.  Benefits are competitive – health insurance,
one month vacation and two weeks sick leave.” 


Jocelyn was stunned.  “But … he said a hostess
…” 


“Yes, yes, it’s what the job title is.  We
can’t very well put on our taxes that we’re paying prostitutes, can we?”



“No …” her mind was reeling.  So she was going
to be a highly paid whore.  Her insides roiled, and
she rebelled at the word and the thought.  It was
one thing to have an abrupt liaison with a stranger; that was far
different than being paid to have sex with
strangers. 


 But   $300,000 a year? 
That kind of money was out of her reach, never in her dreams did
she make even half of that kind of money.  She would
be going from $15,000 to $300,000.  “I’ll be there
at   3:00 
.” 


“And you do not have any STDs?” 


“No.  Never.” 
She was indignant. 


“We will see you at   3:00
p.m.   then.  The address
is    459 Kellam Avenue

  .  It’s right
off of Exit 7 North on the Interstate.” 


“I can find it,” still numb. 


“Ask for Ms. Pru at the reception desk.” 


“I will.” 


The woman ended the call with a definitive click, and Jocelyn
held the phone in her hand until the dial tone changed to the annoying
beeping signal that indicated the line had been idle for too long. 
She hung it up. 


This wasn’t at all what she had  expected. 
$300,000 was so much money, but could she
take a job as a prostitute?  She thought
about her fantasies … and oh, it would be like being in her imaginings. 
And she could at least see what the position entailed. 
There was nothing wrong with that, really.  If
she didn’t like it, she could move on. 


  Kellam Avenue 

  was about forty minutes away. 


She went to her closet and rifled through her wardrobe. 
Most of her clothes were rather old and bought more for comfort
than for appearance.  She found a black short skirt
with a slit up the side and a deep green blouse of washed silk. 
Black heels.  It
was a boring outfit, sure, but it looked good on her. 


 But first   … she
went back to the bathroom and dried her hair, the bouncy curls falling
into a semblance of regularity.  She put on her
makeup, light on the foundation, heavy on the eyes.  She
applied her blush deftly, highlighting her cheekbones, and then put on
a deep rose lipstick that brought out the natural fullness of her lips. 
She sprayed vanilla perfume lightly behind her ears and knees. 
She debated wearing pantyhose, and then decided against it. 
She’d yet to discover a way that pantyhose made anything
involving sex easy. 


Jocelyn took a deep breath, looked at herself in the mirror. 
Would she be able to look so easily at herself after this
interview? 


Of course, how was this different than selling a product in which
she didn’t believe?  At least she would know she was
offering a product of quality.  It sounded like
she’d be there to offer sex to the partners and clients.  She
had no idea that such opportunities truly existed; she thought that
they were just sordid stories in the books she liked to read. 


It would be a difficult thing to reconcile to herself … despite
her dreams, she wasn’t a promiscuous woman. 
At least, not until last night. 
And last night was delicious, naughty
and intoxicating.  Would
everything she did be like that?  Was that
what her life would be like from now on, always
exciting, always new? 


Jocelyn looked around her tawdry one-room apartment.  Her
furniture was from the thrift store, mismatched.  Her
curtains were made of sheets.  The artworks on the
walls were posters of pretty scenes, waterfalls and rainbows, places
she had never been to but had always wanted to visit.  With
that much as a salary, she could do so much for herself.  Her
mind reeled.  How much was that a week? 


Her thoughts were spinning too much to do the math.  It
didn’t matter.  It was a heck of a lot more than
$6.15 an hour with no benefits.   


Did they want a resume?  She laughed aloud at
that.  What kind of resume would be appropriate for
this position?  Suddenly, she was overcome with
hysterical giggles that left her breathless and sitting on the floor. 
 


What had she to lose? 


She looked at her scrawny library of books:  The
Story of O, Fear of Flying, SM 101 and Alexandra’s
Awaking by Lizbeth Dusseau.  That was one of her
favorites, well written and sensual.  She had
masturbated to it many times, imagining herself the heroine of the
story.  She had tried reading a
few things by the Marquis de Sade just on principal, but was
disappointed to find that it was more political than sexual. 
Justine did have some fun parts though. 


Ultimately, though, it was the overtly
naughty books that interested her the most.  Her
life would now consist of the stuff that was in those books. 


Before she could change her mind and talk herself out of the
interview, she grabbed her keys and left the apartment.  There
was no going back. 







   CHAPTER FIVE
      

 The Interview 


  


Tatum, Kissin and Hartman was
situated on the top two floors of a modernly designed building of
smoked glass and shiny metal.  Jocelyn swallowed
perceptibly as her stiletto heels clicked on the marble tiles as she
approached the receptionist’s desk.  The woman
sitting there looked up at her; she was coolly beautiful, with honey
colored hair pulled back into a tight bun and sleek features. 
She was impeccably dressed, and Jocelyn couldn’t help but feel
as if she was being sized up and found wanting.  She
was disconcerted. 


She cleared her throat, and then murmured in an almost inaudible
voice.  “I’m here to see Ms. Pru.  I
have an appointment.” 


The woman gave her a condescending smile, dripping chilly
disapproval.  “Ah.  You’re the
one.  Miss Silvers?” 


“Yes.”  Jocelyn didn’t miss the fact that she
was not called “Ms.” by the woman.  This was obviously a woman who used “Ms.” for
those whom she deemed worthy. 


“You may have a seat there,” the woman indicated.  Jocelyn
moved to the black leather seat and sat on the edge of it.  She
resisted the overwhelming urge to fidget.  The icy
woman lifted her phone, spoke softly into it, and then completely
ignored Jocelyn’s uneasy presence. 


It was easily a good fifteen minutes before the woman entered the
lobby.  Her silver hair fell in perfectly coiffed
waves to her shoulders, and she wore a maroon suit with a tailored
skirt.  She was model slender, and her mature face
had few lines, expertly minimized with expensive makeup.  Her
nails were perfectly manicured  


“Miss Silvers?” and Jocelyn rose.  The woman
didn’t extend a hand.  “I am Ms. Pru.  Follow
me.” 


Bemused, Jocelyn walked behind the crisp woman through a
mahogany-paneled door that required a button to be pressed before it
opened.  Jocelyn snuck surreptitious glances at the
people they passed:  all were expensively dressed
and looked very busy.  The rug was a plush, deep
green that offset the rich red wood that paneled the walls. 
There was the quiet hum of business being conducted, but there
was the absence of idle chitchat that permeated so many office
environments.  Jocelyn compared it to Sell Cell,
where there was constant yelling and the ringing of a bell whenever a
sale was made.  She had
always found that practice stupid, but the managers seemed to think it
made their workers happy.  She liked the quiet of
this office, the people intent on their work and the professional décor.



“It’s very nice here,” she offered tentatively, but Ms. Pru
ignored her comment.  Idle
chitchat. 


They passed a tall, slender woman who glanced at the two of them
with a knowing smile on her lovely face.  She had
startling pale green eyes against the creamy toffee color of her skin,
and wore a white diaphanous dress with a handkerchief hemline. 


“Charisma,” Ms. Pru nodded to her as she approached with a brazen
familiarity. 


“Afternoon, Ms. Pru.  Is this a new recruit?”



Ms. Pru raised one perfectly arched eyebrow.  “We
shall see.” 


Jocelyn bit her lip.  The beautiful woman in
white made her nervous.  She seemed friendly enough,
but her loveliness was off-putting.  There was a
sexuality about her that hinted that she was a hostess,
and if that was the standard for beauty requirements, she thought that
she didn’t stand a chance.  Charisma winked at her,
and Jocelyn gave her a wan smile in return; she had to hurry to match
her interviewer’s brisk steps as she had fallen behind during the brief
exchange. 


Ms. Pru opened a door and motioned Jocelyn inside.  She
complied, barely noticing the click of the lock behind her. 
It was a modest room with many papers laid neatly upon the table. 
The older woman gestured to a straight-backed chair. 


“Sit, please.” 


Jocelyn did, her hands folded neatly in her lap.  She
once again felt like a little girl.  It seemed
natural to feel that way in Ms. Pru’s presence. 


The silver-haired woman sat across from her.  “Thank
you for coming here on such short notice, Miss Silvers.  By
your presence here, I assume that you’re accepting the terms of which
we earlier spoke?” 


It took Jocelyn a moment to untangle the woman’s perfect English. 
“Oh.  Yes.  I accept.”



“Good,” if possible, the woman’s voice became crisper, “Sign
these papers, then, and we’ll have you meet your interviewers. 
If you are approved by the partners, some of these papers will
go into effect immediately.” 


Jocelyn read the first document set before her.  “But
this is a lease?” 


“Yes.  If accepted, we will buy out your
current lease and move you into an apartment in our luxury building. 
You will not be responsible for rent or utilities; they are part
of your benefits package.  I can assure you that you
will find it to your liking.  Sign here, and here.”



Numbly, Jocelyn did so.  More papers: health
care, agreement for monthly blood tests, questions regarding her choice
of birth control (Ms. Pru seemed very pleased that she had an IUD
already implanted), agreement to remain at least two years with the
firm and to give six months notice, agreement to the tenets of the job …



Jocelyn looked up.  “So, the bottom line is
that I’m to have sex with the partners and the clients?” 


Ms. Pru pursed her lips at her frankness.  “If
they so wish you to do so.  You are here solely to
satisfy their desires.  As long as they do not cause
you undue physical harm, you are to acquiesce.  Discomfort
does not constitute undue physical harm.  Some of
those who you will service enjoy role-playing and you will be taught a
variety of different and possible scenarios in your month of training. 
Please sign there.” 


Drawing in a deep breath, Jocelyn signed her name.  Done.  She was officially a
prostitute, if they decided she was good enough to be one.  She
looked up, and her gaze was hopeful.  “Will I see
Mr. Weston today?” 


“It is not your place to ask such things,” Ms. Pru shuffled
through the papers, and then slid one final one in front of her. 
“Sign this waiver.  You will be interviewed
now, and it will involve your disrobing and engaging in sexual acts. 
This waiver indicates that you waive your right to sue the
company should you not be hired, and that you will not reveal the
nature of your interview to any outside party.  Should
you not be hired, you will be compensated for your time today in the
amount of $5,000.” 


Jocelyn signed her name without hesitation.  



Ms. Pru rose.  “Good.  Come
with me.  Do you need to use the lavatory?” 


Slightly embarrassed, the younger woman nodded.  Ms.
Pru opened the door for her, took her further down the hall. 
She indicated another door. 


“In there.” 


Jocelyn entered and closed the door behind her.  The
bathroom was all gilt and marble, shiny and sparkly.  She
urinated, wiped herself with the antibacterial wipes they had instead
of toilet paper.  She washed her hands, checked her
makeup and hair, and took a deep, deep breath.  It
was her last chance to back out.  


No.  This job would change her life, if she
got it. 


She gave Ms. Pru a beaming smile as she exited the room. 
“I’m ready.” 


The woman gave her an appraising glance.  “We
shall see.” 


Ms. Pru led her up a winding stairway that took them to the upper
floor.  Jocelyn looked around in amazement. 
This didn’t even seem to be an office area.  More
women like Charisma were there, some reading books on divans in front
of closed doors, sipping from obviously alcoholic beverages, all
wearing either lingerie, diaphanous dresses or evening gowns. 
As the pair passed, a door opened and a beautiful woman of
obviously Spanish descent came out.  She was
completely unkempt; her makeup was faded and her raven hair wild. 
She wore a corset and very short shorts of shiny red material. 
Her black leather boots came up to the middle of her muscular
thighs.  She closed the door behind her gently, as
if to maintain the privacy of the occupant.  Ms. Pru
stopped to greet her. 


“How was it, Estrella?” 


“Ah, as usual.  They are happy.”  



“Good.  Get yourself
cleaned up; you’re a mess.”  There was no rancor in
the older woman’s voice, just frank appraisal and instruction. 


“Of course, Ms. Pru,” and the woman moved away. 


They came to a set of double doors in the same mahogany wood that
paneled the entire office.  Ms. Pru knocked sharply.



“Come in, Ms. Pru,” a deep, male voice replied.  It
held the tone of a man who was accustomed to being obeyed. 


Ms. Pru led the apprehensive young woman into the room. 
There were four men standing there, all of them in suits and
wearing stern, disapproving expressions.  Two were
in their fifties, one in his forties and the last appeared to be in his
late thirties.  All were handsome in a chiseled way,
with eyes that seemed to bore into her.  The room
was dominated by a large mahogany conference table, set with four
upholstered chairs.  The floor was carpeted in a
deep rose plush, and a full-wall window afforded Jocelyn a view of the
city.  There was a minibar in the corner, with a
mirror behind it, very similar to the one that Mr. Weston had at his
home. 


One of the older men stepped forward, “Miss Silvers?” 
He too did not offer to shake her hand, so Jocelyn just nodded
to him.  “Has Ms. Pru instructed you as to what your
duties in this position will be?”  She nodded again. 
“Tell me what you have been told.” 


Confused by his commanding tone, and yet compelled to obey him,
Jocelyn murmured, “I’m to entertain the clients and partners as they
desire.  I am expected to dress in a manner
appropriate to my position and behave as instructed.” 


The man smiled, “Ah, good, good.  And you
understand that you will now be interviewed, and what that interview
will entail?” 


“I understand.” 


He turned to Ms. Pru.  “She has signed the
waiver and consent?” 


The thin woman nodded.  “Yes,
Sir.” 


The youngest of the four stepped forward.  “Then
there is no need for a further waste of time.  Miss
Silvers, remove your clothes.” 


Shocked by his abrupt command, Jocelyn blankly looked up at him. 
He snapped, “Now,” and her fingers fumbled at the buttons of her
blouse of their own volition.  All the men heaved a
collective sigh, and then the forty-year-old stepped forward. 


“Not like that, girl,” he told her.  “You are
behaving clumsily, and I don’t want to see that.  To
know how to answer to us, I am Mr. Stone.  This is
Mr. Steel,” indicating the first man who had spoken, “Mr. Roan,” the
youngest, “and Mr. Blaze.  You may call us Sir or by
our names.  Your job, at this juncture, is to
capture our interest.” 


He took a seat, and lounged back indolently.  The
other men followed suit.  “Take off your clothes.”



Uncomfortable under the scrutiny of her audience, she bit her lip
and stared at the floor.  Someone snapped their fingers and she obediently looked up. 
Jocelyn drew in a deep breath, then slowly undid the buttons,
deliberately, her eyes lowered and demure.  When her
blouse was open, she slid the silk from her body and it puddled on the
floor behind her.  Mr. Steel nodded. 


“Good breasts.” 


She ran the zipper down and wiggled from her tight skirt. 
This she did not accomplish as gracefully, and Mr. Stone frowned. 
He reached under the table and retrieved a switch.  He
handed it to Mrs. Pru. 


Without a word, the woman took the item of punishment and it
whistled through the air to land upon the back of Jocelyn’s thighs. 
She cried out, but did not fall forward.  The
weal stung as if it was set on fire, and the sensation continued. 
She wondered if her legs had been cut.  It
felt as if they could have been. 


“Continue.” 


Tears of pain in her eyes, she reached behind her to unfasten her
bra, her back arching and pressing her nipples forward.  She
removed it slowly, and her large breasts sprung free. 


“Yes, good breasts,” Mr. Steel repeated. 


“Thank you,” she whispered, flushing pink with embarrassment. 
Despite all of her imaginings, being so catalogued and viewed
humiliated her rather than excited her.  For some
inexplicable reason though, she somewhat enjoyed the sensation, feeling
weak and at their mercy – which she was, she reminded herself. 
They could do anything they wanted to her, and she could not
object.  Those were the terms to
which she agreed. 


“The panties,” Mr. Blade gestured impatiently.  Jocelyn
hooked her thumbs into the sides of her crimson thong and pulled it
down, stepping free.  She stood in front of them,
wearing only the high stiletto shoes she
had been instructed to don, and her pale flesh rose in little bumps
from the chill in the room. 


The men leaned together, murmured to each other.  Jocelyn
stood still, very aware of Mrs. Pru and the switch standing closely
behind her.  She didn’t want to feel the sting of
the wood against her legs again.  The first blow
still hurt, like a toothache. 


Finally, Mr. Stone pulled away and gestured to Mrs. Pru. 
“We’re ready for the next portion of the interview.” 


Jocelyn swallowed.  At least she had passed so
far.  ‘Three Hundred Thousand Dollars a year,’ ran
through her head.  She would do almost anything for
that kind of money.   


Mrs. Pru laid the whip upon the conference table and held out her
hand.  Again, seemingly from a secret place beneath
the table, Mr. Stone produced an item – this time an alarmingly large
penis shaped vibrator with an extra prong on the other side. 
Jocelyn swallowed at the sight of it.  It was
quite foreboding. 


“To be certain that you will be proper material for our clients
and for us,” Mr. Blade explained, “we have to know that your reactions
will be appropriate.  As such,” he gestured and Mrs.
Pru came up behind Jocelyn and guided her so that both of her hands
were on the table, so she was facing the men, “we want you to let us
see your face at all times until we say otherwise.  Do
you understand?” 


 “Yes, Sir,” in a soft voice. 
  


“Good. Mrs. Pru, if you would be so kind.” 


The woman forced Jocelyn to bend further over the table, so that
her bottom was in the air.  Jocelyn’s eyes focused
on those of Mr. Roan, who wore a slightly mocking smile.  The
item apparently already had been prepared with some kind of lubricating
agent, for it slid into both of her orifices with ease.  She
gasped at the sensation, unused to having her nether regions violated. 
There was pain, but in the discomfort was also a strange delight. 
The prong was slim enough that it didn’t cause too much pain.



There was a click as Mrs. Pru flicked a switch and stepped back. 
The device began to vibrate, and Jocelyn realized that there was also a small, protruding device that
massaged her clit as well as everything else.  It
was almost impossible to maintain her position without falling over. 
She fought to do so, her hazel eyes closing … 


“Open your eyes,” and they sprung open, obeying the man’s command. 
She didn’t know who had spoken. 


Apparently one of the interviewers had some sort of remote
control to the device, or it was built into it, because the tempo of
vibration changed – fast, then slower, then almost insanely rapid. 
Jocelyn fought for her composure, her body being tortured with
the sensations suffusing her, the people watching only heightening her
feelings. 


 Thwaak  !  Again, the
cane cut across the back of her legs, and then again, but this time the
pain only brought her closer to orgasm.  Ms. Pru
continued to administer the punishment, her breathing coming quicker as
the strokes increased in rapidity. 


Finally, Jocelyn exploded into pleasure, trying to muffle her
cries, humiliated and yet titillated all at once by the cool scrutiny
of the men staring at her.  She barely noticed the
removal of the device, remaining bent forward on the table as she
attempted to recollect herself. 


“Stand up,” Mr. Stone remarked, and Jocelyn snapped to attention
as if pulled by invisible wires.  The four exchanged
pleased glances at that. 


“A natural submissive,” Mr. Steel commented, “We’ve not had one
of those in a while.” 


“It will give Charisma and Michelle a reprieve.  It’s
not truly in either of their natures.”  Mr. Roan
replied. 


Jocelyn felt as if her legs would not hold her much longer, but
fought to remain erect. 


Mr. Stone rose, “I think we’re prepared for the final phase of
the interview.” 


Ms. Pru nodded.  “Yes, Sir. 
The table?” 


 “Of course, the table.  
  It’s much more suitable than the floor.” 


The older woman came up behind Jocelyn.  “Lie
down on the table, towards the end.”  Her hands,
free of the switch, were unexpectedly gentle.  “Face
up.” 


Jocelyn swallowed, and then did as she was instructed. 
The wood was cool beneath her bare bottom and on the flesh of
her back.  Her legs hung over the edge of the table. 
 


“Blindfold her,” one of the partners ordered; perhaps Mr. Steel,
but she couldn’t be sure. 


Ms. Pru took a length of black silk and wound it around Jocelyn’s
head, helping her to sit up slightly and then easing her back down. 
Sight removed, it seemed that every rustle and murmur in the
room was more noticeable.  


She heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper going down, and
suspected that she knew what was to follow.  She had
been told that sex was part of the interview, but when the first penis
entered her, it was still a shock.  She was sopping
wet from her earlier orgasm, but she was tight, and there was slight
pain.  There was male grunting, animal and savage,
as the flesh moved within her, hard and pounding.  She
was pushed up the table at each thrust, until hands held her legs out
into the air and kept her from moving.  There were
too many a hand on her to be just the person’s fucking her. 


At last, the man came and, as she expected, there was another in
her.  This one was slimmer, firmer, and his method
of sex was not as brutal.  Rather, his hands roamed
her breasts, caressing the nipples, or wandered down to finger her clit
as he continued his journey towards his own pleasure.  Jocelyn
found herself being driven to her own climax, crying out as even he did. 
He lay upon her body momentarily,
panting, and then rose. 


Almost of their own volition, Jocelyn’s arms sought the next
unknown lover, but she was pressed back as another entered her. 


This man was brusque, all business.  She could
hear him breathe hard through his nose as he thrust into her, in a
rhythmic pattern that precluded any hint of skill or imagination. 
In, out, in, out.  She stifled the sudden
urge to laugh aloud, because the idea of yawning at his lack of
creativity crossed her mind.  It wouldn’t be a
prudent action, certainly.  She resisted the
temptation. 


He finished as he began, methodically, even quietly.  She
didn’t notice he was done, really. 


Then the hands were flipping her over onto her stomach, and she
realized in horror what was to come. 


“Oh no, please no,” she begged, “I’ve never …” 


“Shh …” Ms. Pru cautioned.  “You must be
quiet, and relax.  Press out as he enters you. 
It will make it easier.” 


Fingers wet with some sort of fragrant oil slid between the
cheeks of her round bottom, then entered into her tight rosebud. 
The vibrator was nothing like this invasion.  She
bit her lip, hard, as the fingers wiggled, widening her slightly, and
then withdrew.  Her orifice burned. 


She knew that it wouldn’t be the end of the violation. 
She was right.  She felt the head of the
final man’s shaft against her trembling behind, and then it forced its
way into her body.  It took every bit of
self-control she had to avoid screaming in pain as what felt as an
impossibly huge member entered her in a manner in which no one had ever
before done.  As the well-lubricated dick sought its
own completion, she felt a hand slip under her stomach to reach down to
the front of her gushing pussy.  Her throbbing nub
was stroked as she was taken from behind, and every muscle tightened as
an orgasm shuddered through her.  It brought her
assailant to one as well, and after what seemed to be an eternity, he
pulled out of her. 


She lay on the table, face to one side against the wood,
breathing heavily as she felt the juices of the four men dripping down
her legs.  Soft hands wiped a scented cloth against
her private areas, cleaning the jism and oils away.  Tears
dampened the blindfold and her nose was running.  She
sniffled. 


Finally, the blindfold was removed and she was raised to a
standing position by Ms. Pru, again facing the four men who had
returned to their seats and appeared composed as if nothing had
happened.  They were all as cool and inscrutable as
ever. 


“Well,” Mr. Blade steepled his fingers before him, “I think we’ve
seen all we need to see.  Please dress yourself now,
Miss Silvers.” 


Trembling, Jocelyn put back on her clothes.  There
was no sound in the room until she faced them once again, her hair’s
disarray and the soreness between her legs the only testament to her
ordeal.  The switch and the vibrator were gone, and
the men were all business. 


Mr. Stone looked to the others, who made some sign of affirmation
in response to his glance.  His wintry eyes met
Jocelyn’s as his mouth curved in what appeared to be a welcoming smile. 
“On behalf of Tatum, Kissin and Hartman, we’d like to welcome
you to the firm.” 


Numbly, she nodded.  There was no assumption
she would not accept.  There was
nothing she could say to them that they cared to hear. 
They knew that she was now their employee. 


“Ms. Pru, please have her belongings
transferred into her new car, and send her home.  Arrange
for the transportation of her personal affects from her old apartment
immediately.” 


“Yes, Sir,” she was so demure and professional to these men 
Jocelyn wondered if she herself would sound the same way once
she had been trained.  It was an intriguing thought.



The men rose, as one.  “Welcome to the firm,
Miss Silvers,” Mr. Stone said to her. 


“Thank you,” she replied mechanically, and then she was led from
the room. 







   CHAPTER SIX
      

 The Offer 


  


It was almost a half hour later before Jocelyn’s legs ceased
trembling.  Ms. Pru had led her into a comfortable
room that she hadn’t expected to find in an office setting. 
There was a black overstuffed sofa on which
she sat, legs pulled up beneath her.  On the
marble-topped side table sat an amaretto sour, given to her without her
request, and she sipped on it absently.  The alcohol
eased her somewhat.  Her hazel eyes were vacant,
seeing something far away.  The experience, while
disturbing, was oddly satisfying, and there was a sense of satiety that
suffused her.  Sex had never before left her feeling
completed, but now Jocelyn felt as if she had been well done and craved
for no more.  The ache in her bottom and back of her
thighs only heightened this sensation.  All of her
self doubts regarding her mental state for enjoying this type of abuse
came back to her in a rush, and she wondered at herself. 


The door opened and Charisma poked in her head.  “Hi,
do you mind some company?” 


“Not at all,” Jocelyn struggled to sit up, but the black woman
waved her off.   


“No, don’t worry.  I’ve been through the same
thing; sitting is a good idea, if you can,”
and she gave a delightfully wicked grin.  “Besides,
they’ll have your car ready in a moment and you’ll be able to go to
your new apartment.” 


The slim woman sat easily on the floor next to her.  “So,
I hear we’re going to be working together.” 


“That’s what I understand,” Jocelyn’s voice was numb, distant,
and Charisma chuckled. 


“I know; the first time is brutal, but it does get easier. 
And once you receive that first check, and you look around your
luxury apartment and you’re driving to work in your sports car, it’s a
hell of a lot easier to meet your own eyes in the mirror.  It’s not like you’re walking the streets. 
You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t any good.” 


“So,” the brown-haired woman looked down at the speaker, “what
will I have to do?” 


Charisma shrugged.  “More
of the same as in the interview.  Sometimes
they have us under their desks, giving them
head while they’re on the phone or have a client in the office. 
These lawyers – they like pretending that they’re completely in
control.  There’s a couple that like to be dommed,
but for the most part …” 


“Dommed?” 


“They like you to spank them, tell them what to do.  There
are only a couple of us here who do that; most of us are here to
satisfy the lawyers and the clients by being submissive.” 


“They said I was a natural submissive,” Jocelyn recalled. 
Charisma grinned. 


“That will be helpful for you.  I bet you
become very popular, and you’ll like what they do to you.  Now,
people like me – we have to pretend.” 


Jocelyn cocked her head.  “But I don’t really
understand what they meant.” 


There was no condescension in the hostess’ voice; she simply
imparted information in a matter-of-fact manner.  “It
means that you take orders and like it, and obey without thinking. 
That’s especially good for the
clients, who want to be treated like they’re important.  They
may have you act as a slave while they’re here, or want you to enact a
rape fantasy.” 


Jocelyn took a sip of her drink.  Although
frightening, the concept stirred her deeply.  Charisma
continued, “It’s not a big deal; in fact, most of the girls like it. 
Basically, you’ll come to love your
job.  You get a lot of
benefits and you’re treated like a princess around here.  Now,
the secretaries and other staff hate us, but that’s just because
they’re not making near what we make, and some of them are just
judgmental.” 


Charisma was truly beautiful, Jocelyn decided as she watched the
woman speak.  Her limbs were long and slim, and there was a gracefulness about her that bespoke several
years of ballet training at some point in her past.  Her
voice was low and sultry, and her laugh was throaty.  She
exuded sexuality. 


The door opened again, and Ms. Pru entered, a clipboard in her
hand.  The older woman nodded at Charisma, as if she
had anticipated that she would be there.  “Jocelyn,
we have a few more papers for you to sign.  Finish
your drink, and then come with me.” 


Jocelyn immediately swallowed the last dregs of the sour. 
Charisma smiled and noted, “A natural submissive indeed.”



“Yes; she’s remarkable,” Ms. Pru
commented as if Jocelyn was not there.  “Charisma,
Mr. Steel has called for you.” 


“Oh.  I’ll go to him immediately.” 
With a heavy sigh, the tall woman rose and moved towards the
door.  At the jamb, she turned. 


“Bye, Jocelyn.  Don’t worry; you’ll be fine,”
Charisma told her, and she was gone.  Jocelyn turned
her gaze to the stern interviewer, who approached her with the
clipboard.  There was a pen attached to it. 


“Here, fill out these papers.” 


“More papers?” as she looked over them.  The
first was the title to a car.  Jocelyn looked up. 
“A Miata?” 


“It’s red, with a black leather interior.  The
partners felt that this car would best suit your temperament.” 
 


Jocelyn signed the papers.  Her heart was
pounding.  The final paper was a contract that
indicated that she would remain for at least three years with the firm,
reveal nothing about her actual duties to anyone outside the firm, keep
in shape by regular exercise and avoid unprotected sex outside of the
office. 


She swallowed, wrote her name in the indicated area.  Ms.
Pru took the clipboard back.  “Good.  Here
are the keys to your car and apartment, and directions.  May
I have the key to your current residence?” 


Jocelyn took the ring of kings while handing over her own. 
Ms. Pru pocketed the slim pieces of metal.  “We’ll
sell your current car and put the money in your banking account. 
Tomorrow, your personal affects will be brought to your new
apartment; your home is furnished now.  Is there
anything of sentimental value of your furniture that you wish to keep?”



The brown curls bounced as she shook her head.  Ms.
Pru continued, “Your training begins next Monday.  Enjoy
your time off; Charisma will be in contact with you to answer any
questions you might have about your work here.  You
will find literature in your apartment that you are expected to read by
Monday.  Do you understand?” 


“I do.” 


“Good.  Your car is on Level G2, in spot 136. 
I will see you here on Monday,   9:30 a.m.     Congratulations,
and welcome to Tatum, Kissin and Hartman.” 


With that, Ms. Pru turned on her heel and left the room, leaving the door open behind her. 
Jocelyn sat there a moment, unsure of what to do.  Finally,
she rose, the directions and keys clutched
in her left hand. 


She left the room, looked around for the stairwell that had
brought her to this level.  She passed a woman who
seemed to recognize her distress. 


“That way, honey,” she pointed, and Jocelyn thanked her,
gratefully moving to the stairs.  She just wanted to
get a hot bath and relax.  


She made it to the garage on legs that were still unsteady, and
wandered about in the dank cement until she saw lot number 136. 
A cute little car sat there, bright cherry red with a black
convertible top.  It was a stick shift, of course,
and as she slid into the low seat she
smiled to see it had a CD and cassette player.  She
never thought she’d ever have a CD player in her car. 


She glanced at the directions, and then started the engine. 
It purred to life, and she pulled out of the lot, the sticker in
the window affording her permission to leave.  The
apartment complex was not far from the office, in the heart of the city. 
 


Today the traffic didn’t bother her as it had yesterday, and she
found herself scanning the other cars for a glimpse of a familiar
silver one with a handsome man behind the wheel.  She
didn’t see him, and felt a surge of disappointment.  From
the way people acted at the firm, what had happened to her was a normal
occurrence, but she couldn’t help but hope that she was somehow special
to Alaric Weston. 


She pulled into the garage at her new address and, again, the
car’s stickers were sufficient for her entry.  ‘They’ve
thought of everything,’ she mused as she found the parking space
assigned to her per the directions.  It was nice
having the incidental things settled without her having to settle them
herself. 


She sat there for a moment, the car running, and her body shaking
a little.  Her life had changed drastically due to
one unexpected encounter, and she was about to walk into her new world. 
That was worth taking a few seconds to prepare, wasn’t it?



Enough musing; she told herself.  This was her
life now, and she was going to embark on an exciting adventure. 


She moved towards the banks of elevators and pushed the button
for her floor.  The door slid open without a sound
and she entered the hallway, which was carpeted in deep red. 
The walls were of damask, and there were large windows that
afforded a view of the city. 


“Wow,” she whispered. 


Her apartment was at the end of the hall.  With
shaking fingers, she used the keys given her, taking a few tries to
find the correct one.  The door opened inward and
she gasped.   


The apartment was huge and luxurious.  It had
a wall-to-wall cream carpet, a bay window curtained in deep green, and
furniture made of gold metal and glass.  A slender
plasma television sat in the entertainment center, over a state of the
art sound system.  Two comfortable-looking maroon
leather chairs faced the television.  A couch of the
same material was between them.  Behind them was a
table made of glass and gold, with six chairs arranged around it. 
A crystal vase of red roses and lilacs sat upon it. 


She wandered about in a stupor, amazed that this was her new home. 
The kitchen was tiled in gold and cream, with a great deal of
counter space and a myriad of appliances.  She
opened the cabinet doors, marveling at the matching plates and glasses. 
There was a wine rack in the corner, stocked.  There was also a cabinet that housed all sorts of
liquors:  scotch, rum, Irish cream, vodka in a
myriad of flavors …  


Jocelyn turned to the refrigerator and opened it.  As
she had suspected, it was full, with meat and
vegetables and goodies.  She drew in her
breath.  She had lived on canned tuna fish and
crackers for so long that this surfeit of food was an incredible luxury.



She took off down the hall to her bedroom, breath held in
anticipation.  It was amazing, its glamour
overwhelming the rest of the apartment.  The bed, of
course, dominated the room.  It was a huge
four-poster, its cherry wood reaching almost to the ceiling. 
A bureau of the same rich red-hue was against one wall, and a
door to the left revealed a walk-in closet.  She
rushed to it and opened its doors. 


Jocelyn gasped.  It was full of beautiful,
sexy clothes, some in PVC, and others in silk, in an array of
jewel-toned colors.  Rows of shoes and boots, all
with stiletto heels, were aligned neatly on the floor.  She
spun, raced to the bureau.  It, too, was filled with clothes; thong underwear, garter
belts with seamed pantyhose and see-through brassieres in the top
drawer, cute shirts and pants lower down.  She shook
her head in wonderment. 


The bathroom was next.  Done in the same tile
work as the kitchen, it was filled with beauty products, including
expensive hair and facial products.  The makeup was
name brand – high-end name brand, stuff that had never touched her skin
before. 


“I can’t believe it,” she whispered.   


Excitedly, she moved through more of the apartment, found the
washer and dryer, and an office with a computer and bookshelves. 
She rummaged through the books.  Many were
sexual in nature, some she had read and some not.  She
pulled one off the shelf, a fantasy that involved an elven woman and
her life in the real world, away from the realm in which she grew up. 
She flipped through it, gasped at the scene she found on the
page.  Wetness grew moistly between her legs as she
read the brief passage, involving a handsome elven man and the heroine
in the bathroom. 


“Damn,” and she moved back to the
bathroom, leaving the book in the office.  A shower
would do her well considering what she had recently been through.  She turned on the
taps, adjusted it to an acceptable temperature.  She
stripped, still smelling the men who had been inside her.  Somehow,
it was a comfortable scent, reminding her that she was still desirable
and that she had been dominated in a way of
which she had only dreamed.  


The water felt soothing on her abused skin, but stung on the
welts on the back of her legs and on her buttocks.  She
soaped herself, then washed her hair and conditioned it. 


When finished, she reached for the generous, fluffy towel,
wrapped it around herself.  One of the walls was a
full-length mirror, and she wiped the steam from it, and then lowered
the towel, looking over her shoulder to see the results of Ms. Pru’s
work. 


Thin red lines dressed her legs, raised and angry looking. 
An inscrutable smile crossed her face, and she couldn’t
understand why she felt so pleased at the fact she was marked in this
fashion. 


“I’ve got a job,” she murmured to herself, then moved out of the
room and into the bedroom.  She found a delicate
negligee in a deep green and slipped it over her body, the silk sliding
over her body to her knees. 


She clambered into the bed, sinking into the plush mattress. 
She had wondered if this would be a waterbed, but rather it was
a luxurious, soft cloud.  The comforter was black,
and the sheets a black satin.  She leaned over to
the nightstand, flicked on the light.  As she did
so, the main light turned off.  Delighted, she spent
a few moments turning the lights on and off.  



“Wow,” she shook her head.  She couldn’t
believe the money that must have gone into this apartment.  



She pulled open the nightstand drawer and smiled slightly. 
A vibrator was in there, and she withdrew the penis-shaped item. 
Her mind returned to the events of the day, and then to the
section in the story she had read in the library.  She
activated the device, its soft murr exciting her even more. 
She slid it under the covers and touched it to her most
sensitive area. 


She jumped a little at the touch of the cool plastic, and then
moaned.  Her thighs tightened as the vibrator teased
her nether regions, causing tremors to pulse through her body. 
God, it felt so good, not as filling as the dual dildo which had been forced upon her, but the
sensation was delicious.  Jocelyn gasped as the
vibrator stimulated her clit and caused warm waves of sensation to run
through her stomach.  


The feelings heightened, and she moaned a little, her head
turning to one side.  Her mouth opened, and she
licked her lips.  She slid the vibrator up into
herself and moved it about, pulling at and moving against the walls of
her vagina.  She closed her eyes and imagined the
four men who had interviewed her in the room, seeing them watch her
pleasure herself, their expressions indolent and unreadable. 
She pinched her nipples with her free hand, hard, sending sparks
of sudden delight through her body.  She began to
slide the device in and out of herself more rapidly, catching her clit
each time.  Her back arched as each movement brought
her closer and closer to completion.   


The pressure of her building towards explosion became more undeniable, and she at last brought herself
to an utterly fulfilling orgasm.  She allowed the
vibrator to slip from her fingers, turning it off as she did so. 
Her breathing returned back to its
normal pace, and she sighed in comfortable pleasure. 


In addition to her fulfilling orgasm, the luxurious feel of the
sheets and comforter, the soft bed, brought her much joy and satiation. 
She was more at peace than she could ever recall being in her
life.  Her eyes felt so heavy, as did her body
ensconced in the comfort of the bed. 


It was early for her to go to sleep, but she was so tired and
worn out that her body clamored for rest.  She
moaned slightly, turned to her side so that she wouldn’t put pressure
on her sore thighs and bottom. 


Before she drifted away into dreams, her body twinged with the
minute aftershocks from her orgasm. 







   CHAPTER SEVEN
      

 Settling Into a New Life 


  


Jocelyn was awoken by a loud knocking on the front door. 
She sat up in shock, disoriented, and it took her a moment to
remember where she was.  If nothing else reminded
her of her new life, she was acutely aware of the soreness in her
nether regions as she rose and slipped a red silk robe about her
luxurious limbs. 


The knocking continued, incessant and loud.  “Wait
a minute, wait a minute,” she mumbled as she rushed to the door. 
She looked through the peephole and saw Charisma, beaming widely. 
Bemused, the brown-haired woman opened the door and let in her
gorgeous visitor.  


“Wake up, sleepy head,” Charisma wore a tight black dress that
showed off her slim thighs, and she moved to the couch and lay down
upon it.  “Ooh, this is comfy.  Very nice.  They must like
you, girl.” 


Jocelyn closed the door and sat in one of the armchairs, facing
her unexpected visitor.  “Wha – what are you doing
here?” 


The woman laughed a low chuckle.  “I’m just
welcoming you to the building, sweet pea.  We all
live here; well, all the “hostesses,” that is.  Sometimes
we have to take work home with us …” and she laughed again, “and the
firm likes us to be in a place where they can keep an eye on us. 
They also employ guards here, so you’re never in danger. 
They take our safety very seriously.  After
all, we’re quite an investment.  Between the guards
and the cameras, we’re absolutely cared for.” 


Remembering her lascivious behavior of the prior night, Jocelyn’s
face flamed in sudden embarrassment.  “There are
video cameras here, in the apartment?”  She looked
about for some telltale sign of the unwelcome observation. 


“Yep, in every room of the house,” Charisma’s jewel-colored eyes
sparkled.  “Don’t worry; it’s only used to protect
us and for some of the long-distance clients who take a liking to you. 
You’re expected to be as sexual as possible, in case you didn’t
notice.” 


“I got the idea from the books and the paraphernalia.” 
Jocelyn’s voice caught unexpectedly. 


The woman stared at her tone, curious.  “You’re
upset, darling?” 


“I don’t know!” frustrated, Jocelyn rose to her feet and began to
pace.  “This is happening so fast, everything in my
life has been turned upside down, and now I find out I’m constantly
being watched by my new employers.  I’m nervous, is
all,” she finished in a small voice. 


Charisma reached up and grabbed her wrist, and then pulled her
down next to her so that she sat on the floor next to the couch. 
“Sit and calm down,” she ordered, her voice suddenly steel
encased in velvet.  Jocelyn was surprised by the
abruptness of the order, and her legs complied without thought. 
Charisma raised one eyebrow. 


“It’s really quite amazing to see,” she mused abstractedly. 
“You are a natural submissive.  It’s rare; there are a lot of bottoms in the
firm, but true submissives are few and far between.  Oh,
you’re going to make a lot of people very happy.” 


“I am?” 


“Oh yes,” and Charisma leaned
forward, so that their lips were almost touching.  Jocelyn
couldn’t take her eyes off of their ripe
fullness. 


“You have to know that there are men – and women – who love and
crave power.  Well, one thing they truly desire both
sexually and in their real lives is someone who will obey their every
command, unhesitating, without thought.  They want
reaction without thought, if you will.”  The black
woman ran her tongue along her lower lip and smiled evilly. 
“A flinching as they approach, the look of fear in the other’s
eyes.  All of these things bring unparalleled
pleasure to them.  And we, my dear, are hired to
bring pleasure, as you are well aware.” 


“That makes sense,” Jocelyn was dubious, but could see the wisdom
in Charisma’s explanation. 


“Even better, we get pleasure out of it.  Many
of them are wonderful lovers; others will buy you pretty things. 
There are some,” and Charisma’s smooth brow furrowed, “who
aren’t as pleasant.  Older men who have a bit of
trouble getting it up; we keep Viagra on hand for them.  Some
who have rape fantasies, or gang rape fantasies …”



Jocelyn felt a familiar and delicious wetness between her legs at
the thought.  Charisma saw the look in her eyes and
chortled. 


“Oh ho, so you’re one of those, too.  Not only
submissive, but I bet you’re a masochist.  Of course
you are, sweetness,” and she leaned back and patted Jocelyn’s head as
if she were a favored pet.  “And now, I’m a little
tense.  Relieve me.” 


Jocelyn was taken aback by the suddenness of the request. 
“W-What?” she stammered.  Charisma’s pale
eyes went icy. 


 “Now.”    


Hesitantly, Jocelyn moved between Charisma’s slender legs, as the
seated woman obligingly spread them for her.  She
began to lift her skirt, and the seated woman’s breath became rougher,
evidencing her excitement. 


“Yeah, that’s it.  Don’t leave me hanging here. 
Do it hard and do it fast.” 


Fingers trembling ever so slightly, Jocelyn parted the outer lips
of the woman’s vagina.  The interior was a dark,
dusky rose and a not unpleasant musky odor
arose from it.  There was a trickle of moisture
running from the organ. 


Tentatively, the curly-haired woman touched the tip of Charisma’s
clitoris.  The woman shuddered, and Jocelyn
experienced a sense of power, of pleasure at giving pleasure. 
Emboldened, she lightly massaged the nub, watching her
co-worker’s delicious reactions and altering her speed and pressure
depending upon them. 


“Yes, oh yes,” the woman moaned as the pace increased. 


Jocelyn considered, and then brought her mouth to the area,
sucking the clit into her mouth.  Still applying the
suction, she massaged the tiny pearl with her tongue, and then slipped
two fingers into Charisma’s pulsing, sopping hole.  The
woman arched against Jocelyn’s hand, and the curly-haired submissive
followed the obvious signs of what her companion wished her to do. 
She twisted her fingers about, marveling at the heat and slick
walls of Charisma’s body, and continued playing with the woman’s nub of
pleasure.  Suddenly, the black woman tensed, froze,
and cried out loudly.  A gush of liquid spouted from
her, wetting Jocelyn’s face and hand.  


She slowly withdrew her hand, almost shyly, and knelt, facing
Charisma until the woman returned to the land of the coherent. 
Finally, the green-eyed woman drew in a deep breath and reached
forward to pat Jocelyn on the head again, as one would a puppy that had
pleased them.  Her hand caressed the curly-haired
girl’s face. 


  “That was well done,” Charisma arranged
herself, her voice still a bit husky.  “I think that
you’ll excel at your job.” 


 “Really?”    
Jocelyn inquired tentatively, pleased by the praise. 


 “Really.”    


The doorbell’s ringing interrupted them, and Jocelyn leapt to her
feet.  “Who could that be?” she mused, rising to
open the door.  Charisma raised an eyebrow. 


“Next time you’ll ask me permission to get up, won’t you?”



Jocelyn turned, her hand on the
doorknob, confused.  “I should ask permission for
what?” 


“You’ll ask permission of me, pet.  I’m to be
your mistress while you’re in training.  You’ll
refer to me as such, won’t you?” 


“Um … yes?” 


Charisma tsked, shaking her head.  “You need
to do better than that.” 


 “Yes, Mistress.”   



“Good girl.  Now open the door and see who’s
on the other side.  It may be a delightful surprise.”



Biting her lip, Jocelyn unlocked and then opened the door. 
Two workmen stood there, both with trolley carts laden with
boxes.   


“We’re here with the stuff from your old apartment,” the first
said brusquely, forcing his way into Jocelyn’s new residence. 
He was a burly man with tattoos on his forearms and smelled
vaguely but not unpleasantly of sweat. 
The other man, thinner with a weasely look to him, followed with
a greasy grin.  He closed the door behind him.



They unloaded the boxes, and Jocelyn opened the first one. 
It was full of her books.  Another held her
collection of porcelain unicorns and other knick-knacks.  She
looked over to the men. 


“Did you bring any of my plates or things like that?” 


The first shook his head.  “They sucked. 
You don’t need anything like that.  It’s the
same with the clothes.  Everything’s been trashed. 
Orders of Ms. Pru.” 


Jocelyn sighed, and then thought of the sexy new clothes in her
closet.  She could get over losing her thrift-store
finds.  “Thank you for bringing this to me.” 


The men stood there, both smiling, apparently waiting for
something.  Confused, she looked towards Charisma. 
She, too, was smiling. 


“They’re waiting for their tip.” 


Oh!  Jocelyn glanced about and saw her purse,
moved towards it.  Charisma slapped her hand on the
table, the loud sound making her jump.  “Did you ask
me permission?” 


“No …” and she remembered, “Mistress.” 


“That’s not the kind of tip they want.” 


Realization setting in, Jocelyn looked from Charisma to the men. 
“But … but I don’t even know their names …” 


“I’m Mike,” the first man told her, then indicated his partner
with a nod of his head.  “That’s Earl.  You
know our names.  Now lose the robe and give us our
tip.  And don’t be skimpy – those books were heavy.”



“Do everything they say,” Charisma added helpfully.  “You
have my permission and I’m ordering you to do so.” 


Trembling more from the situation than chill, Jocelyn allowed the
red silk to slip from her shoulders to the floor, revealing the creamy
whiteness of her lush body.  Earl drew in a breath
through his teeth. 


“Nice, very nice,” Mike commented, then motioned with one finger. 
Bend over the armchair.” 


 Just like that?    
No foreplay or even a nice chat?  Jocelyn was
still a little damp between her legs from the excitement of pleasing
Charisma, but not wet enough to make his entry enjoyable.  Still,
she obligingly leaned over the arm of the chair, bracing her forearms
on the seat cushion and allowing her head to drop forward with the
shame of her predicament. 


Charisma laughed at her telling body language.  “She’s
embarrassed.” 


Mike’s voice was rough.  “Embarrass her some
more.  I want to see her blush to her ass cheeks.”



“As you wish,” and Jocelyn heard Charisma rummaging in her bag. 
The black woman ordered, “Close your eyes,” and she did so,
relieved not to have to watch what was going to happen to her. 
She felt a length of silk press over her eyelids, and then it
was knotted behind her head.  A similar swatch of
material bound her hands together behind her back.  Her
shoulders were pulled uncomfortably in that position, but she knew
better than to complain. 


“Nice ass,” came Earl’s comment, then
Jocelyn flinched as his hand slapped hard against the rounded globes. 
He created a varied staccato beating, one to which she could not
accustom herself, and the sting of it was excruciating.  She
felt her bottom growing warm under the barrage of blows given by a
calloused and heavy hand.  She squirmed, and she
felt Charisma’s softer fingers caress her back.  



“Shh,” the woman murmured, “Just relax into it.  You’ll
like it if you do.  Don’t fight him.” 


Jocelyn tried to do as ordered.  She made
herself take deep, even breaths, allowing the spanking to become what
it was – a treat intended to make her feel more submissive. 
Suddenly, she felt as if she were floating somewhere above her
body.  The blows were like warm splashes of water on
her skin.  There was no more pain, only the impact. 
A sweet, content smile curled her lips. 


“She’s in subspace,” she vaguely heard Charisma’s voice. 
“She’ll do whatever you want.” 


“Stand her up,” Mike demanded, “I want us both to take her at the
same time.” 


Jocelyn registered alarm for a second, but the nice, floating
feeling was much better than alarm.  She returned to
that. 


She heard clothes being removed and dropped heavily on the floor,
followed by the squishing sounds of lubricant being applied to flesh. 
She swallowed in a mouth suddenly gone dry as all the moisture
in her body moved to her nether regions.  She didn’t care too much right now what they did to
her.  She just wanted them to do something. 
Her excitement grew as she awaited their violation.  



She was raised to a standing position and allowed herself to be
manipulated in such a way that the men would be able to do with her as
they pleased.  She felt Charisma’s soft hands on her
face, and then her lips pressed against hers in a sensuous kiss. 
Jocelyn felt herself spinning as the woman’s tongue danced
around hers, and she was pulled backwards by hands on her waist.



She felt the man’s hard member against the cleft of her bottom,
but didn’t struggle as the well-lubricated organ entered her already
sore butt hole.  She was slowly brought down until
she was seated in his lap, completely impaled. 


Her thighs were spread and lifted a bit, and then she felt the
head of another shaft at the entrance to her well of pleasure. 
It was thrust within, powerfully, and she gasped as Charisma’s
mouth left hers and another’s took her place. 


The two men began to set a similar rhythm, their movements
synchronized.  Jocelyn had never felt so full. 
The dual fucking was leaving her weak, and she was moved about
in any manner that they wished.  The one behind her
grabbed her by the breasts, squeezing hard, the nipples held between
his fingers. 


“Oh,” she cried out at that, the pain bringing tears of pleasure
to her eyes.  It hurt, but it hurt so good.  She was completely at
their mercy, blind to them, unable to use her arms to balance, or to
push herself away.  Both
orifices ached now, and she vaguely wished for an end to this agony,
but didn’t truly.  She didn’t know what she wanted. 
Her mind was spinning, a dervish of thoughts and lack of
thoughts – it was as if time was not passing, all there was sensation.



The sensation washed through her in waves; it was not as
immediate as an orgasm, but rather a continued, lighter orgasm, one
that went on and on, without stopping or increasing or diminishing. 
It just was.  Her body was limp, and she
couldn’t move if she had tried. 


She was vaguely aware of the man in her bottom increasing his
pace, as he neared completion.  His breath was a
fire on her neck.  The other man fought him, keeping
it slow as if to make the moment linger. 


She liked the lingering.  Small moans escaped
her, mostly caused by the movement of her body. 


As if from a distance, she heard Mike instruct, “Not yet, Earl. 
You’re going too fast.” 


The movement within her rear changed pace, became more
deliberate, and measured.  However, Earl didn’t seem to be completely in charge of his
body, because she heard him cry out, then felt a spurting warmth
gushing up her back passage. 


She spasmed around him and Mike, and that seemed to drive him
over the edge as well.  He yanked her off of Earl’s member, pressing her to him, moving
her up and down as if she weighed nothing.  Her
tender nipples rubbed against his strong and muscular chest, making
them even more sensitive.  She wanted to put her
arms around his neck, but couldn’t because of the silk fabric that
bound her wrists together. 


At last Mike came for what seemed to
be an eternity, and she rode him through his climax until he finished,
panting wildly like some kind of feral beast.  She
thought she even heard him growl. 


Finally, he tossed her casually aside and she lay on the floor,
spent.  She felt soft, gentle hands removing the
silks holding her wrists, then removing the blindfold.  She
looked up at the two men surrounding her, then Charisma smiling next to
her. 


“Thanks for the nice tip,” Mike called over his shoulder as he
zipped his pants.  Earl grunted a laugh, but he
looked a little weak in the knees.  Jocelyn watched
them as they left the apartment, chuckling, the
trolleys making a whirring sound on the floor and as they moved down
the hall.   


Her hazel gaze turned to the woman beside her.  The
men’s juices were running down her thighs.  Charisma
rose to close the door, and then sat on the arm of the chair on which
Jocelyn had been taken so furiously and fully. 


“You might want to shower,” Charisma told her, practically. “You
smell like sex.” 







   CHAPTER EIGHT
      

 Training 


  


The next month passed like a sweet dream, the kind of dream that
stayed with you and became part of your body so insidiously that change
wasn’t noticed, it just occurred and you were never again the same.  Jocelyn
had expected her training to be only sexual in nature, how best to give
a blowjob, but it was so much more than merely orgasmic techniques.



There was comportment, phrases in different languages and proper
etiquette based upon clientele.  It was like being
back in school, with a lecturer who gave her written tests the day
after each subject.  If she didn’t give a suitable
answer, she was spanked.  She learned quickly to
give the proper answers.  Her mind expanded, and she
was also given reading assignments; she devoured the classics. 
Her tutor handed her cliff notes for a myriad of famous books,
but warned her that she would be expected to read them all, so that she
could discuss them with the clients and partners if they so wished. 
 


There were lessons in makeup, hair, dressing and grooming. 
Her lazy style of choosing clothes and slopping lipstick and
eyeliner on her face was replaced with a meticulous routine that took
her over forty-five minutes to achieve the easiest of her looks. 
For there were many looks, many different characters she would
have to create.   From baby doll to sensuous
tramp, she was taught how to best highlight her good features and downplay her facial and figure flaws. 
There weren’t many, but she was expected to put forth a perfect
image.  The clients wanted fantasy, not reality. 
It was her job to fulfill that desire. 


She was even given lessons in acting,
in order to create these characters and to react as a slave, captive or
harem girl would.  The slave role-playing intrigued
her most and she would go home following those lessons and masturbate
fiercely. 


She enjoyed her acting lessons more than any other of her many training exercises.  They
were taught one on one with a stern looking woman of sterner
temperament, Madame Lina.  Madame
Lina was in her late forties, strongly built, with short grey hair and
eyes a startling deep green in her tanned face.  The
lessons took place in a studio with blonde hardwood floor polished to a
fine, slick gleam.  The room was a rectangle, and
one of the long walls was all mirrors, broken only by the barre that
ran along the length.  A piano sat in the far corner.



Madame Lina (never just Lina; Jocelyn had learned that lesson
quickly and her bottom stung in remembrance of the subsequent caning)
sat behind a folding table, fingers interlocked, watching intently as
Jocelyn recited the monologue she had been given to memorize. 
It was a piece that involved her sincerely accepting the role of
slave to a master who had just bought her.  The
piece was an original one, written for training.  She
would like to see the rest of the story that went with the monologue.



Jocelyn wore a dress of the Renaissance period, fully corseted
and pulled in tight so that her breasts spilled over the top of the
square cut neck, almost revealing the nipples.  It
had taken her a long time to learn to move gracefully in the heavy
material, all red and golden with a hoop skirt and hanging sleeves that
fell to her knees.  She wore a chemise underneath, a
garment made of fine white linen, resembling a nightdress when worn
alone.  The sleeves showed under those of the outer
dress, and there was delicate golden lace at the cuffs.  



There was also a large panel in the front of the dress cut to
reveal another skirt underneath, one of a rich
black velvet, soft to the touch, and shot through with gold thread and
tiny seed pearls embroiders in a diamond pattern.  The
dress laced up the back, and it had taken twenty minutes to be dressed
by an assistant, a sullen girl with a haunted air about her. 
Jocelyn didn’t take much notice of her. 


Her hair was hidden under what was called a French hood: a
cap-like hat with a long opaque veil attached to the back, long enough
to reach the middle of her lacings.  The veil was of
the same rich material and embroidery as the underskirt. A garnet
sparkled at her throat, and her makeup was done in such a way that it
appeared she wore none, but rather was naturally beautiful. 
All in all, she looked as if she had
stepped from the canvas of a painting by Rembrandt. 


“Of course, Sir,” she spoke in a cultured, French accent, “I want
nothing more but to be your chattel, your woman, and your … slave.”  She gave the
proper pause before the word, to make it more important.  Jocelyn
dropped gracefully to her knees, hands clasped before her imploringly. 
“I beg you, make me yours, forever!” 


She remained there until Madame Lina motioned for her to stand. 
She rose with equal grace, her poise unparalleled.  Her
ballet classes were grueling, but even in this short period of time, she found herself moving more
like a dancer without thought. 


“Very good,” Madame Lina’s accent made it sound like “verry gut.” 
Jocelyn liked her accent, it brought
a strange sense to her stomach, almost of excitement, but not quite. 
She shook herself out of her reverie, to process the acting
teacher’s words.  “Now it is time, I think, for you
to practice improvisation.” 


 “Improvisation?”   



“Yes, you must use the mind and creativity and talent you have
been given.  Any fool can recite lines.  Let
us see if you can maintain your character while confronted with other
distractions.” 


 “Other distractions?”  
  Jocelyn bowed her head before Madame Lina’s frown. 
She knew that repeating everything was a bad habit, but she was
confused, and it was the way that she expressed her confusion. 
The acting teacher clapped her hands together, a sharp sound in
the echo of the studio. 


The door to the studio opened and a breathtakingly beautiful man
entered the room.  He was dressed in period clothes as was Jocelyn:  a
black silk bag-sleeved shirt, green leggings and black leather boots
that came up to the top of his thighs.  His chestnut
hair was gorgeous and rich, shot through with deep reds the color of
fine wine, and falling in shining waves to the broad expanse of the
middle of his back. 


“This is Nikolai,” Madame Lina waved toward him, her usual façade
of stone softening as she displayed him, “my son.  You
are to follow his lead as you act.  He has a
scenario to play out, and you are his partner.  You
are the same character from the monologue, but now the words are your
own.  Trust your instincts and act upon them; do not
hesitate and do not judge yourself.  Let this be a
natural exercise.” 


Dry-mouthed at the sight of the delicious man, Jocelyn barely
registered the familial connection.  Perhaps he and
Madame Lina had the same bone structure, but it was hard to imagine
that this god had sprung from the loins of the stocky teacher. 
Nikolai moved liquidly forward, took her left hand and kissed
the palm. 


She shuddered at the sensation, looked up into his aquamarine
eyes.  Ah, yes.  There was the
family resemblance.  Those
impossible eyes.  “That is improper, Sir,”
she whispered.  “The left hand indicates that you
think me of loose morals, or that we are overly familiar.  Please
do not do that to me, for I am a lady of breeding.”  From
the corner of her vision, she caught the Madame nodding at her choice. 
It wasn’t difficult to react to her son.  She
returned her full attention to Nikolai. 


One side of his mouth lifted in a wry smile.  “It
is all you deserve, wench.” 


His voice was like a caress, with a slight Russian accent. 
Jocelyn gathered her wits and looked up into the  
Mediterranean   of his gaze. 
“How dare you?”  Her words cracked like a
slap across him.  “I am a Countess, daughter of …”



Before she could finish, he swept her into his arms and kissed
her deeply, his tongue finding hers and his full lips pressing against
her own.  Jocelyn gasped, pushed weakly at him,
trying to liberate herself from his embrace.  When
he lifted his mouth, she gasped, “You cannot do this!” 


 “Oh, but I can, and I will, do as I please
with you.     You are mine,
wench, and you will obey me in all things.” 


The command in his voice made her knees go watery; in fact, she
would have collapsed had he not caught her by her upper arms. 
She regained her feet in time for him to rip the French hood
away, baring her hair.  Although it was only a
scene, her knowledge of the time period
caused her to blush furiously.  It was as if he had
removed her shirt in public.  Hair was considered
more sensual than the swell of her breasts.  Breasts
simply showed that she might be able to bear children.  
It was taboo to show her hair in public and before a man not her
husband or her family.  Only whores did so, and even
they were hooted in the street at times by people of stronger morals.



“Sir, do not,” she protested weakly, and he grabbed her by the
chin, forced her to look into his eyes.  They had
gone icy green, like snow tinged in emerald. 


“You will call me master.” 


She hesitated, and then recalled her monologue.  This
is what her character desired most of all, and Jocelyn embraced the
role.  “Yes, Master,” she repeated obediently.



He turned her away from him and bent her over so that her hands
rested on the floor.  He flipped her skirts up and
placed his warm hands on her bare hips.  Her breath
quickened at his touch, which caused a wetness to start between her
legs.  She wondered if it would creep down her legs as the urge to be entered by Nikolai grew
more insistent.   


“Stay,” he commanded. 


“Yes, Master.” 


She waited in the uncomfortable position as she heard the
rustling behind her.  There was no sound of a
zipper, for zippers did not exist during the Renaissance.  The
blood rushing to her head, or perhaps the feeling of being so forced
into this position, took her out of reality and into a place where
nothing existed but her Master Nikolai.  Her body
prepared itself for him. 


When he placed a hand on her hip once again, she inadvertently
made a small sound, like a rabbit trapped by a hunter.  He
laughed, low in his throat, and the laughter made her swallow in
embarrassment, humiliated.  She peered through the
curtain of her hair and saw herself in the mirrored wall, the handsome
man positioned behind her with a sardonic smile on his perfect face. 
She could also see Madame Lina watching them, chin resting on
her hands, her eyes bright.  Jocelyn dropped her
head, but Nikolai grabbed a fistful of hair, his body pressing against
hers as he pulled her face upwards. 


“Watch me as I claim you for my own, slave.” 


She kept her attention on the mirror, staring in fascination as
he pulled himself from his codpiece.  Apparently,
his leggings were fashioned to facilitate easy access to his rod of
passion.  He positioned himself, and then, holding
fast to her waist, he plunged himself into her with the violence of a
sword thrust. 


She shrieked loudly, partially from sudden pleasure and partially
from the pain of his large member entering her so abruptly. 
Bent over as she was, it felt like he was slamming himself deep
into her womb, stabbing her into oblivion.  Time
slowed, and all she heard was the slap of Nikolai’s pelvis against her
rear.  The heaviness of the dress made it difficult
to maintain her position, but she knew better than to adjust herself. 
Each thrust pushed her forward, and she had to use the strength
of her arms to maintain her balance. 


 Thank goodness for dance lessons  , she
thought to herself as she took the force of the rough sex in her nether
regions without allowing herself to fall forward as she wished to do.



Her body responded despite the pain, or was it because of the
pain?  She felt the familiar feeling of undeniable
pleasure rising in her, undeniable.  The angle of
his manhood in her hot tunnel caught her just right, and the pressure
built higher and higher.  Her breath came in harsh
gasps, and Nikolai recognized what was happening to her body and that
she was enjoying his savage fucking.  Again, he gave
the laugh – small and mocking, curving his full lips. 


“You like this, yes?”  His accent was not as
thick as was his mother’s, but it was present, and it became darker as
he moved towards his own conclusion. 


“Yes,” she breathed as best as she could, considering the
circumstances.  “Oh yes, I do.” 


“Do not like it too much; you are my slave, no?” 


“I am your slave.” 


“Say it louder.” 


“I am your slave!” she repeated, the words being pounded out of
her by his inexhaustible rhythm. 


“Tell me again, because I like to hear it.”  He
panted as he spoke, and she saw him tilt back his head as if he were
preparing for his own explosion of culmination. 


“I am your slave!” and then she came hard, screaming those four
words over and over.  It
was difficult to stay bent over as she was, but somehow she managed to
do so.  The fervent clenching of her vaginal walls
around his turgid shaft brought him to the brink and pulled him over
it, and he threw his head back even further and howled, like a wolf, as
he spewed his steaming seed into her body. 


For a moment, he continued to pump into her, moving more and more
slowly until he stopped, his breath coming in gasps.  He
withdrew, and in the mirror she could see
him tuck himself back into his tights.  He stared at
her in her embarrassing position, and then slapped her bare bottom
playfully. 


“Then, my slave, get up and make yourself
decent.  You are in front of my mother, after all.”



Jocelyn rose painfully, a little dizzy from the blood that had
rushed to her head in the challenging position into which she had been
forced.  Her heavy skirts fell back into place. 
Her hair was disheveled.  Wet ran down
between her thighs, making them sticky. 


She turned to face Madame Lina.  How could a
woman dispassionately observe her son having sex, and especially having
sex in that brutal manner?  The teacher’s mien was
as inscrutable as ever, merely watching and judging. 


“Good work, Nikolai,” she finally said.  “You
may go.” 


He sketched a quick yet graceful bow and then planted a kiss on
Jocelyn’s cheek.  “You are a sweet girl,” he said in
his delicious accent.  “I know that we shall work
together once again.  You will see me soon, my
devoted slave.” 


Once he was gone, Madame Lina motioned to a chair and Jocelyn
gratefully sat.  Her legs were unsteady and sore. 
The grey-haired woman said nothing for a moment, instead making
notations on a pad sitting in front of her.  Jocelyn
was appreciative of the momentary quiet; it gave her the opportunity to
collect herself and return to the world of reality.  Nikolai
had brought her to a realm of fantasy, where nothing existed but
sensation, and it was difficult to remember that she was in the
practice room and that all that had transpired was merely play-acting.



Finally, Madame Lina put down the pen and looked at her. 
“You have done well,” she told her pupil.  “You
reacted as you should, and you took pleasure from the experience. 
Most men will want you to take pleasure.”  Her
eyes darkened, as if a medieval memory crawled behind her irises. 
“And for those who do not wish you to enjoy yourself, I say use
your acting ability to hide the fact, for you deserve always to take
this pleasure.” 


Despite herself, Jocelyn felt a smile growing in light of the
teacher’s praise and advice.  “Thank you, Madame.”



“Pshaw, I but speak truths.  You will hear
many lies in your line of work, girl, but
remember always I spoke truths to you.  Now go. 
We are finished here today.” 


Obediently, Jocelyn gathered her bag, which contained her street
clothes and makeup, and headed towards door.  Before
she opened it, she stopped and turned. 


“Madame Lina?” 


“What?” 


“Thank you.” 


The woman waved her away, but Jocelyn could swear she saw the
smallest of smiles flit across the weathered face. 


She went into the locker room, where the silent and sullen
assistant stood there; ready to aid her in disrobing.  Jocelyn
sighed in relief as the laces were slowly released, returning her body
to its natural shape.  They had to be untied with
care and taking time, because if let go too quickly, she could faint
from the sudden drop in her blood pressure or the shock of her organs
returning to their natural positions.  Once the
heavy gown and undergarments were removed and she stood naked in the
cool air of the locker room, Jocelyn stretched her arms above her head,
luxuriating in the feel of her body unencumbered by the thick fabric. 
She felt no awkwardness in being nude before the other female.



“You’re to take a shower,” the girl told her, almost snarling the
words.  Jocelyn was taken aback by her irritable
tone and glanced at her with curiosity.  The girl
met her gaze fiercely, angrily. 


“What’s the matter with you?” 


The girl shrugged as if it didn’t matter, then her eyes filled
with tears.  “I’m Claire.  Nikolai
is my fiancé,” she finally managed to get out.  “They
use him for classes all the time.  I knew this when
he proposed, but it makes it no easier.  Seeing all
of you in your prettiness makes it no easier.” 


Jocelyn was stunned silent, then:  “I’m sorry.”



Claire’s young face crumpled.  “Yes, all of
you are sorry.  All apologize to me, but it is not you who should be apologizing. 
There are no apologies from Nikolai, from his mother or from the
damnable firm!” 


She spun abruptly, the heavy Renaissance gown in her arms, and
left Jocelyn alone in the locker room to ponder.  The
curly haired girl was struck with pangs of remorse as she moved to the
shower and turned on the jets of hot water.  She had
never thought about the many women who could be affected by her job. 
Most of the clients would be married.  She
was the other woman; worse, she was the whore. 


Regret overwhelmed her as she recalled her enjoyment of Nikolai
being inside of her, and his promise of seeing her again.  She
soaped her body with the apricot-scented bar, trying hard not to think
too much.  If she thought too much, she might just
walk out the door and never come back. 







   CHAPTER NINE
      

 Welcome to the Firm 


  


Today she had her English and comportment class.  Jocelyn
sat at a tea table, across from a slim gentleman.  They
both were dressed impeccably; he wore a grey tux
with tails and she a long, elegant dress of navy silk.  Elbow
length gloves of the same material covered her delicate hands, and she
sipped her tea with trained grace. 


“So you find that the current administration is woefully inept in
matters of social programs?” she prodded, reacting to his earlier
statement.  She had been taught to repeat what a
person said, to show her interest in their conversation.  He
smiled, pleased with her progress.   


“Well done, Jocelyn,” he rose, set down his cup.  “You
may go now.”  She too stood, mimicking his gesture. 
“It has been a pleasure working with you.” 


As she changed into street clothes in the bathroom, she mused at
his statement.  It had a strange air of finality
about it, as if he had concluded she was now a paragon of comportment. 
Perhaps she was.  She could now engage in
small talk regarding current events, and debate both sides of any
issue, so that she could vehemently agree with any hot topic her charge
might raise.  Not everyone would want her to talk
about such things, but if the situation arose, she was prepared.



She left the man’s house with a muted goodbye, and drove the
short distance back to her apartment complex.  She
stopped in the lobby to get her mail.  There were
catalogues, a letter from her mother … and something else. 


It was too soon for her comfort.  In the
safety of her apartment, Jocelyn reviewed the letter that was printed
on beige, linen stationary with the firm’s name upon it.  It
was addressed to “Ms. Jocelyn Silvers” at her new address.  It
was the first piece of official mail she had received – all bills were
handled by the firm, including the credit card she had been given, the
one with the $20,000 limit.   


With shaking hands, she opened the envelope and read the black
lettering on the cream-colored stock.  “You have
successfully completed your training as a hostess for the firm, and we
welcome you to our team.  Please report to work
Monday at   10:00 a.m.
    Your hours are   10:00 a.m. to 4 p.m.  ,
Monday through Thursday, unless otherwise arranged by your supervisor. 
Your direct supervisor is Ms. Emiline Pru; you are to report to
her on Monday.  Again, thank you for your commitment
to Tatum, Kissin and Hartman, and we hope that you enjoy your tenure
with us.” 


 Emiline?    
Jocelyn allowed herself a small smile at the unusual yet apropos
name, then sat on the couch with a heavy sigh.  The
hours were exceptional, and she only had to work four days a week. 
Charisma did warn her, though, that at least once a month she’d
be expected to have dinner, attend a function or something equitable
with a client whose eye she had caught.  She
received overtime for that, and she was protected by an unobtrusive
bodyguard who would tail them the entire evening.  If
she took him back to the apartment, the bodyguard would be on her floor
in another apartment, close by, monitoring the exchange – just to make
sure that nothing untoward occurred. 
She wasn’t excused when it was her time of the month, because
apparently some of the clients really liked that sort of thing. 
 


The thought made her a little squeamish, but who was she to judge? 
She had left judging ever since that evening at Alaric’s … no,
Mr. Weston’s … home, she was left with no
stones to throw.  She didn’t want any to throw. 
After all, this was her life now, and there
were others who lived it, and who could judge another person’s sexuality? 
So many people judged.  So many people wanted
to stop other people from doing what they wanted to do because they
were afraid of doing themselves.  It was the shadenfreude
approach – the German word that meant someone who wished ill on others
because they couldn’t have their good
fortune. 


 And now,   now she
was bringing dreams to people, making their fantasies come true. 
That had to be a good thing.  She was
allowing them to live everything they wanted to live. 


It was certainly much better than tricking them into buying a
cell-phone plan they didn’t really want to have. 


She allowed herself a small surge of excitement at the thought of
seeing Mr. Weston again.  She was proud of herself
now, and wanted to share the new Jocelyn with him.  The
clothes she now wore showed off her assets, in colors best suited for
her and a cut exquisite for her body type; her exercises had made her
figure toned yet still full; her reading had enlightened and opened her
mind to many possibilities, not only sexual but also spiritual and
esoteric.  It was as if she had changed herself –
no, not changed herself, but heightened herself, made herself
more of the person she was meant to be. 


Somehow, even though she was frightened, she was also excited. 
 


She placed the letter on the table, and then sat in front of the
plasma television.  She reached for the controller,
turned on something more for the sense of noise than for anything else. 
Jocelyn found something on the science fiction channel that
moderately caught her attention, but her mind was elsewhere. 


Her experience with Nikolai had whetted her appetite for being
called slave and being mastered, but it wasn’t
the young, virile actor who occupied her fantasies.  She
was with Mr. Weston.  His searing gaze, his stern
demeanor was what she craved in a master, not the youth and passion of
the impetuous son of Madame Lina.  She imagined
kneeling before the enigmatic Mr. Weston, begging for
him to take her as had Nikolai, longing for him to make her his
own, and having those yearnings satisfied.   


There was a knock at the door.  She shook
herself from her delicious reverie, rose, and checked to see who it was. 
The many aspects of ensuring her safety had been drilled into
her over and over, along with some moderate
martial arts training.  There hadn’t been many
incidents in the history of the firm, but there had been a few, and now
her employers were taking no chances with their hostesses and hosts. 
Thus, she was surrounded with the presence of a myriad of
bodyguards, not to mention the constant surveillance.  She
was too valuable an investment to take unnecessary risks with her
well-being. 


Charisma beamed through the peephole, her chin uplifted so that
her lovely features seemed grossly out of proportion. Beside her were
two other females, both obviously employed by Tatum, Kissin and
Hartman, and both cheery and perky.  One had dark
black hair to her waist and appeared vaguely familiar, and the other
was enticingly petite, with a bright, pink Mohawk.  Grinning,
Jocelyn opened the door and the three poured in like a glass of spilled
Koolaid – sweet and cool and sticky.



“Hi, beautiful,” and Charisma planted a kiss on Jocelyn’s cheek. 
“I brought Estrella and Sugar.” 


Jocelyn recognized the dark-haired woman now; she had seen her at
her interview.  Close up, she looked older than her
clothes and demeanor indicated, but exuded an exotic sensuality that
evidenced her employ.  The other girl was a complete
stranger and could have been anywhere between eighteen and twenty-five. 
She was brash and loud, and had an infectious laugh that bubbled
out as she explored Jocelyn’s home. 


Sugar immediately began to fiddle with the television. 
Estrella headed to the kitchen as Charisma took Jocelyn by the
hand and sat her on the easy chair.  There was a
devilish look on her perfect features as she knelt at the curly-haired
woman’s feet and looked up at her. 


“We wanted to celebrate your completion of your training,” she
murmured dulcetly as Estrella handed both of them a glass of champagne. 
Jocelyn sipped, and noticed that Sugar had selected a porn film. 
Right now, a nurse was teaching a female patient the myriad of
uses of a banana. 


“Drink up!” Sugar toasted, and they all quaffed deeply of the
tart beverage.  Jocelyn closed her eyes slightly,
enjoying the sensation of the alcohol on her tongue and the nearness of
Charisma between her legs.  It excited her a little.



Startled, she looked down.  The beautiful
woman was suddenly naked, clothes puddled haphazardly to her side, and
her hands moved slowly up Jocelyn’s strong thighs, the sharp
fingernails raking slight marks on the pale flesh.  Sugar
was in the midst of disrobing, and Estrella came behind her and placed
her perfectly manicured hands on her shoulders. 


“Wha-what are you doing?” 


“Why, my dear, I thought that would be obvious.” 


Despite her nervousness, Jocelyn felt a surge of wetness in her
nether regions.  Her clothing was removed deftly,
sensuously, and soon she was as bare as the three guests. 
Her breathing quickened as Estrella’s hands moved down to cup
her breasts, rolling the nipples between her fingers.  She
closed her eyes and gave herself up to the pleasurable sensations.



A tongue touched her clit, and she moaned in sudden ecstasy. 
The tongue moved around, dancing   
Swan     Lake
   in the soft, moist flesh. 
The woman on the television was making the same noises that she
was, and it was somehow adding to her excitement. 


She felt the hands leave her breasts and cover her eyes, holding
her back against the back of her seat.  Jocelyn felt
a surge of sudden apprehension, but knew she could trust Charisma. 
She relaxed into the sensations, allowing herself to be guided
by the three women. 


There was a sensation of cold at her nether regions, and she
struggled briefly.  She could feel Charisma adjust,
still using her mouth on her, but also digging her fingers into her
thighs. 


The cold entered her, and she realized that it was the champagne
bottle’s neck, and it was being used by Sugar to fuck her.  She
gasped at the intrusion, but somehow it felt so good that she couldn’t
be outraged or wish it away.  The slick bottle moved
in and out of her wetness and Charisma continued to tongue her, and
Estrella held her back by pressure on her eyes. 


“I can’t stand it,” she gasped, and the woman behind her laughed
throatily.  “Oh, yes, you can handle it. 
And think, as that bottle is being worked into you, there’s a
video camera recording everything that you do, every move you make. 
Smile for the camera, pretty one.  Those who
watch you will be smiling.” 


Jocelyn struggled half-heartedly at the reminder of her constant
observers, but Estrella and Charisma were both exceptionally strong,
and the sweet torment continued unabated.  The
knowledge that what she was doing was either currently watched or would
be watched brought chills to her – a sensation of fear, embarrassment
and titillation. 


“Oh look,” Sugar purred as she twisted the bottle in a circular
motion, “our girl is blushing.” 


“Que bonita es la chica cuando
está roja; ella delicioso, Charisma?” 


Jocelyn wanted to protest their ministrations, but the sensations
through her body were undeniable.  The hard
intrusion inside her was warming with the natural temperature of her
body, but it was nothing compared to the savage heat of Charisma’s
tongue, which was seemingly everywhere. Estrella was murmuring to her
in Spanish as she continued to keep her eyes covered, and Sugar was
periodically tinkling a laugh like a maniacal fairy. 


The focus of their attention was trembling slightly as she came
closer and closer to orgasm.  Each time she was
almost there, Charisma would back off, leaving her hanging and
frustrated.   


Sugar noted amusedly, “Damn, but she’s wet.  You’re
a gooey girl.” 


Jocelyn’s thigh muscles were quivering and, finally, the waves
broke upon her and a tsunami slammed her into oblivion.  She
cried out, vaguely hearing the ebullient cheers of the women around her. 
The bottle was withdrawn with a sucking sound, and Charisma
moved back to allow her to close her legs.  Estrella
released her face, and she blearily looked at her companions. 


“That was – amazing.  Thank you.” 


Her face slimy with Jocelyn’s sweet juices, the beautiful
Charisma beamed at her companions.  “You hear that –
she thanked us.  Now, that’s good manners.” 


 “De nada, bonita.”  
  Estrella reached over to the table on which her
champagne sat, took a deep drink. 


 “Whoo-hoo!”   Sugar
leapt up, did a quick and graceful pirouette.  “I
like you, m’dear.  You’re a prize.”  She
scooped up the small pile that was her clothes and began to dress.



Jocelyn still could not move, overcome, and looked down into the
cool greenness of Charisma’s eyes.  She was suffused
with an overpowering sense of appreciation and affection.  The
black woman returned the gaze, friendliness and fondness mirrored there.



She patted the panting woman’s leg.  “Now
drink your champagne like a good girl, and then we’ll go shopping.”



“My clothes?” and she looked about, still dazed.  Charisma
chortled at that. 


“Oh, yes, I suppose clothes are a good idea to wear out. 
Although maybe one day I’ll have you on a
leash, naked, in a club.”  Charisma began to
dress after tossing Jocelyn her shirt and skirt.  “Would
you like that?” 


Unaccountably, Jocelyn’s mind flashed back to her school days,
and her friend’s provocative letter.  “Oh yes,” she
breathed, then flushed.  To cover her embarrassment,
she began donning her clothes.  Estrella danced
behind her, still nude, and she turned to glance at the lovely woman.



“You’re a submissive, you’re a submissive,” the exotic woman
chanted.  Candy joined in.  “You’re
a submissive.” 


Jocelyn averted her eyes.  “Why does that make
you so happy?” 


“Because I will not have to pretend that I enjoy submitting to
the clients any longer.  The last submissive was
bought out by a very rich client, and she now lives with him as his
slave.” 


A small, hopeful smile crossed her features, but she struggled to
hide it, not wanting to give the two women any more fodder for teasing.
Fully clothed, Jocelyn handed Estrella her own garments. 


She attempted to appear nonchalant when she inquired, “Can
partners buy out the contracts?” 


“Ooh hoo, she’s in love with her initiator,” Candy cooed, but
Charisma shushed her with a fierce glare.  The
slender woman became suddenly serious as she took Jocelyn’s hands and
gazed into the green-brown of her eyes. 


“You need to get that thought out of your head right now,” she
told the obviously dreaming woman.  “You’re not even
allowed to service him.  We’re not to become
emotionally attached to any of the partners or our clients; it’s a
conflict of interest and an interference with our abilities to work. 
That girl was a rare case, Jocelyn, and it won’t happen to you. 
Whoever your partner was, he’s forgotten about you already.”



Tears formed.  “But he was so strong, and he
seemed to like me …” 


In the face of their hostess’ obvious pain, both Estrella and
Candy calmed down and joined Charisma in comforting Jocelyn. 


“Forget him,” Candy advised her quietly.  “We’ve
all had to forget our partners.  It will make it
easier for you.” 


“I can’t forget him.” 


“I understand, but you have to,” Charisma kissed her on the
cheek, then wiped the salty drops on
Jocelyn’s face away. 


Estrella, to break the somber mood, burst out with, “Shopping. 
And chocolate.  That
is what I suggest.” 


Laughing a little, Jocelyn composed herself.  They
were right.  No doubt
Mr. Weston had many women at his disposal, and the passionate one night
stand was just that, not to be repeated.   There
would be more passionate nights, more stern
executives to order her, more experiences to satisfy her deepest desires.



But they would not be Mr. Weston.  She
swallowed her disappointment, and looked at the bright, glowing women
in the room.  They seemed happy with their job. 
Hopefully, she would be as well. 


“Let me get my purse,” she told them.  “I want
to break in my credit card.” 







   CHAPTER TEN
      

 First Days 


  


Jocelyn sat nervously in the waiting room, alone.  Estrella
had been there earlier, but she was gone now, off to service someone. 
It was the curly-haired brunette’s first day at the firm, and it
was early afternoon.  So far, no one had called for
her services. 

 She
aimlessly perused a glamour magazine, marveling at the slim, beautiful
models in the highest of fashions.  She noted how
they did their makeup and hair, resolving to attempt some of the styles
herself.  Right now she
wore a slip, and there was an assortment of clothes hung on a rack that
stretched the length of the comfortable room.  She
sipped from her drink, a refreshing mint julep, hoping for something to
happen, but apprehensive.  The first time is the
hardest, Charisma had told her, and she could see why. 


There was a knock at the door, and Ms. Pru entered.  Jocelyn
stood, like a child, and the older woman nodded her approval. 


“You’re wanted.  Dress simply.  I
will return in ten minutes to fetch you.” 


Left alone, Jocelyn moved to the clothes rack.  They
were arranged in the varying sizes, and she went to the size 7/8
section.  She examined her many choices: 
a black PVC bodice and skirt; a white, flowing dress of see
through silk; a maid’s outfit; a baby doll dress complete with
crinoline and hair bow; a and a myriad of other fetish wear. 
She chose an unadorned grey dress, ankle length, of a flowing
material that made her look like a medieval princess.  



She sat at the vanity and touched up her makeup, then dug through
the jewelry selection.  She adorned herself with
earrings of smoky quartz and a choker necklace of the same stone. 
She slipped on stiletto heels of a dusky color, but wore no bra
or panties.  She left her hair alone, allowing the
riot of curls to fall about her sweet features. 


For the finishing touch, Jocelyn used
one of the perfume selections, “Love’s Baby Soft.”   It
was evocative of her youth, when she was only ten or eleven, and oddly
comforting for that reason.  She looked at herself
in the full-length mirror, and had to admit that she was gorgeous.



Ms. Pru seemed to think so as well, for she nodded at her when
she reentered the room.  “Good choice,” she said
noncommittally, then motioned.  “Come this way.”



Jocelyn followed her; acutely aware of the discreet and blatant
looks tossed her way from those who passed.  One
young man grabbed her and planted a bruising kiss upon her mouth, full
of tongue and teeth.  Ms. Pru snapped her fingers
and he released her, almost sheepishly. 


“Just wanted to try out the fresh meat,” he mumbled.  Ms.
Pru made a moue of disapproval. 


She commanded, “Marcus, report for punishment.  You
know better than to manhandle the hostess; you’re a host yourself. 
You are not to be intimate with each other.” 


Grumbling, the handsome youth moved away, and Ms. Pru continued
leading Jocelyn through the elegantly decorated halls until they came
to a closed door.  The older woman knocked, and a
deep, velvet voice bid her enter. 


Jocelyn came in through the door as Ms. Pru opened it. 
The office was as rich as everything else in the Firm, but there was a definitely manly aura about
this room.  A dartboard hung over a small
refrigerator, and there was a bar with bar stools against the wall. 
The black desk dominated the room, but unlike everything else she had seen so far, there was a more modern
flair to the office.  A man stood at the bar, back
to them, obviously preparing himself a drink for she could hear the
clink of ice in a glass. 


He turned, and Jocelyn caught her breath, for he was a handsome,
virile man.  His hair was a deep red, not the
orangey red with which so many redheads were cursed,
and his eyes were a light blue, like a Husky’s.  His
face was shaped in the lines of arrogance, with pale skin that was
almost translucent.  He apprised Jocelyn, those eyes
gleaming, and then gestured to Ms. Pru. 


“You may go,” and the older woman exited gracefully, almost
reverently, closing the door quietly behind her.  The
man continued to considerer the hostess, sipping off his beverage of
amber liquid.  Jocelyn bore his scrutiny, not
meeting his eyes but looking off into the distance, as she had been
instructed to do. 


He finally broke the silence.  “Come here.”



Obediently, she came forward so that she stood before him. 
He lifted her chin with one finger, stared at her. 


“You’re new.”  It was not a question but a
statement, and she nodded at him.  He took a deep
gulp of his drink, and then set it aside.  “Am I
your first?” 


Initially, she was terribly confused; of course, with the way
that hostesses were hired and trained he must know that she was not a
virgin.  Then she realized what it was he was truly
asking, and answered shyly, “Yes, Sir, you are my first.” 


“Ah!” he beamed.  “I like having them first. 
It’s a rarity, to be a girl’s or boy’s
first experience here, but when I am so blessed, I like to make it
memorable.” 


Watching her expression, he removed his jacket.  His
linen shirt was tight enough to evidence that his chest was muscular
and arms powerful, and her mouth went a little dry at the sight of him. 
He read her excitement in her minute reactions, and seemed
pleased; a half-smile crooked his well-molded mouth. 


He reached back to the bar and came back with a remote, and then
he clicked a button on it.  There was a whirring
from overhead and, despite her resolve,
Jocelyn stepped backwards in alarm as a metal rod came down from the
ceiling.  He continued to watch her intently,
gauging her responses, as the apparatus clicked into place before her. 
It was a solid wrought iron pole, slim, but with a large ring
set into it.  She looked at him, confused. 


“Face the pole, and hold the ring,” he instructed.  



Slowly, with a sensuality innate now
due to her training, she did as he bid and pressed her body against the
pole, hands above her head, fingers grasping the thin metal. 
She could hear him behind her, and then his hands were on her
body. 


He explored her, tasting her curves with his hands, the heat of
his flesh palpable though the light material.  Jocelyn
felt herself growing excited by his slow, tantalizing touch, but kept
herself tight against the pole.  His hands moved up
her arms as his body molded itself against
hers, and she could feel his erection.  His fingers
encircled her wrists, tightened for a moment, then released. 


She sighed despite herself, becoming lost in the sensation of him. 
His mouth found the juncture where her shoulder met her neck,
and his breath fell hot on the delicate skin.  Suddenly,
he bit her, hard, sucking and bruising, and she gasped, her grasp on
the iron ring tightening.  It was as if he were a
vampire, feeding off of her, his embrace
was so ardent and fierce.  He pressed even harder
against her, suckling, and Jocelyn moaned and writhed beneath his
ministrations. 


His hands came around and clutched at her round breasts, twisting
and palpitating the tender flesh. 
Her breathing heightened, and she could barely keep her footing
in the high heels that she wore.  She was glad for
the ring, which helped her to keep her position.  She
knew this was a man who expected obedience, not
just demanded it.   


As abruptly as his savagery had begun, it ceased and he pulled
away.  She waited there, panting, and her ragged
breath was the only sound in the room.  Then she
heard him stirring and there was the sound of fabric falling upon the
floor.  The anticipation was exquisite as there was
the thud of both shoes being removed, the creak of the leather of his
belt, the delicate purr of his zipper coming down.  Every
nerve in her yearned for his touches once again. 


His hands ran along her arms, up to where she clutched the ring,
his nude body pressed against hers.  She sighed in
delight as he removed her clutch from the ring and turned her to face
him.  She kept her eyes lowered until he tilted her
face up to his with one finger placed under her chin. 


His mouth covered hers, gently, and then he led her to his couch,
still kissing her as he did so.  She reclined under
his warm body, fingers twined in his hair as he parted her legs with
his own.  With an enviable skill, he entered her
with care, moving himself into her soft recesses a bit at a time with
each plunge, tantalizing her with his slowness.  



Finally, he began the slow, slick movements that brought their
pelvises together, hers rising up to meet his.  Her
arms were around his neck, and his face was buried in her shoulder.



She was suffused with a pleasant sense of contentment as he sated
his desire on her willing body.  All trepidation has
dispersed, and she was full of the knowledge that her job was to give
pleasure to those who desired it.  There was also
the added bonus of feeling desirable herself. 


His sexual prowess was admittedly quiet, but she didn’t mind. 
After being warned of the violence and the selfishness of many
of those whom she would service, she enjoyed his thoughtful
manipulation of his organ on her sensitive clit.  It
brought her sparks of delight – not the building orgasm, but a pleasant
sensation.   


His pace slowly increased, as he was nearing the edge of his own
culmination.  She held him tighter, tightening her
vaginal walls around his member as she had been taught, and she was
rewarded by his exclamation of surprise. 


“You vixen!” he whispered into her hair, as he proceeded to make
it a rougher experience with his movements inside her.  It
was as if a dam had been broken and he allowed himself to express
himself freely.  She gasped under the onslaught, her
breath driven from her by the pressure of his chest on hers. 
 


She dug her nails into his back, and that seemed to enflame him
more.  At last, he exploded into her, and she
welcomed the sensation of his hot seed.  All the
partners were tested regularly for   STD
 ’s, and they were allowed to have sex without
protection if they so wished.  He obviously so
wished. 


Jocelyn sighed as he pulled away, discreetly squeezing his now
flaccid manhood so that he removed all of his seed.  He
found a towel and wiped his fingers upon it, then returned to the prone
woman.  Gently, so gently, he caressed her between
her legs with the towel, cleaning her.   


“Thank you,” he said to her when he was finished.  “That
was delightful.” 


“Yes, it was,” she agreed, looking languorously up at him. 
“And I thank you.” 


He helped her to rise, and motioned to his pile of clothes on the
floor.  Sensing what he wanted, she assisted him in
dressing:  buttoning his shirt, pulling his pants on
after he had stepped into each leg, putting on his socks and shoes and
finally tying his tie in a perfect knot at his throat.  
Doing this for him brought her a tiny thrill of accomplishment.



He leaned down and kissed her on the forehead.  His
rich hair caught the light in a myriad of sunrise colors, and she
marveled again at his handsomeness.  “You may go,”
he told her pleasantly, “I will give you a good report, be assured of
that.  I will also be asking for you again.” 


“Thank you,” and she beamed at him,
his praise warming her to the toes.  She had done
well on her first time!  She fairly skipped to the
door of his office, then turned and blew him a playful kiss before
leaving. 


In the hallway, she realized that in the circuitous route that
Ms. Pru had taken her, she was at a loss to know where she was to go in
order to return to the holding room.   She
wandered the halls, passing by other hostesses who gave her curious
glances but offered no advice.  At last, one took
pity on her. 


“Are you lost, little one?” the tall blonde woman inquired. 
Jocelyn nodded, blushing.  “Don’t worry;
you’ll get used to this place.  You go left, then
right at the end of the hall.  It’s the third door
on the right.” 


“Thank you,” Jocelyn said in relief to her savior, and then she
was off, following her directions back to the holding room and the
relative safety it offered. 


Once in, she found that she was alone.  She
debated taking a shower, but decided to wait, enjoying the remembered
sensation of the partner’s hands on her body.  She
trembled with the past caresses. 


Jocelyn knew that she would love her job, if every encounter were
similar.  If not, she would still love it, for she
would receive the affirmation of her desirability and her abilities on
a daily basis. 


Pleased, she reached for a glamour magazine from the table next
to her, and began to read. 







   CHAPTER ELEVEN
      

 The Daily Grind 


  


Life at the firm fell into a comfortable and anticipated routine
for Jocelyn.  She had sex with people on demand,
awaiting summons in the holding room that was also called the green
room, named for the backstage gathering area that actors used, until
her services were desired.  She was popular but not
overly so; many of the clients preferred their usual favorites. 
More often than not, her stints were brief; she was called out
by partners or associates who worked for the firm to crawl under their
desks while they were on the phone or working on a brief to pleasure
and relieve them with her mouth.  More often than
not, those who employed her services were men, but there
were a few women who recognized and enjoyed her talents as well. 
 


While she waited to be brought out to satisfy the variety of
carnal cravings, she read or watched television with the other
hostesses and hosts.  There were about fifty of them
altogether, and arranged on varied shifts so that their schedules
covered a twenty-four hour period, so even those who were working long
hours were able to be sated when the need overtook them.  However,
to her pleasure, Charisma and Estrella seemed to be there when she was,
so she got to spend a lot of time with the
two women with whom she had become closest at her place of employ.



Right now, she stood between them, bent over and resting the top
half of her body on a table.  They all three wore
cute little schoolgirl outfits with plaid skirts and knee socks; the
blue and green skirts were brief enough to reveal that they wore
nothing beneath them.  They also had no shirts on,
and both she and Estrella had their hair in pigtails.  They
faced the wall while a meeting was conducted behind them. 


They had been there in that demeaning and exposed position for a
good half hour now, and already four men had utilized her in the
offered buffet of femininity.  Estrella was
obviously the most popular and, even now, someone grunted in guttural
expulsions as he availed himself of her luscious charms.  He
finally completed his journey to satiation, and dropped the used condom
into the receptacle next to her.  He moved away with
a sigh of satisfaction and rejoined the meeting, which continued
uninterrupted by the comings and goings of its members.  This
was usual for the clients of the firm.  It was
expected that while clients became tired, frustrated or just plain
lascivious, they would take a few minutes to relieve themselves of
their tensions, just as it was expected that they would help themselves
to the coffee and alcohol provided. 


A festive basket holding a myriad of colored condoms sat at the
end of the table on which the three women leaned, allowing each man to
make their own selection.   There was the sound
of rummaging behind them, then the familiar sound of the foil package
being opened. 


Jocelyn felt warm, moist hands clutch at her hips, and she was
entered roughly, without preparation.  The condoms
that the guests used were lubricated.  Still, there
was a sensation of burning and discomfort as her already tender nether
parts were violated yet again.  The unseen man was
rough; his pumping motions slammed her against the table and she gasped. 
Charisma looked at her in concern, wondering if something should
be said, but then she herself was chosen to be the recipient of another
man’s phallus.  Besides, they were instructed not to
speak to each other or to the clients.  They were to
be as unobtrusive as the pastry tray – a delectable offering for the
taking, a sweet to be consumed to satisfaction, and then forgotten.  
 


As she was being used, unaccountably and predictably, she found
herself thinking yet again of Alaric Weston.  She
had not seen him since she had been hired, and she wondered where he
was.  He was a partner here, but their paths had not
crossed.  What Charisma had told her about seeing
him again was correct; Ms. Pru had impressed upon her with fierceness
that she was not to ever mention his name at the firm, as to do so
would be to court termination.  The discretion
confused her; everyone knew what the hostesses and hosts did, but why
was it kept so hushed?  What were they hiding?



She recalled her first meeting with Alaric with great fondness,
and all of her yearned to serve him as she served the others in the
office.  She imagined kneeling before him, taking
all of him into her mouth and looking up into his eyes as she gave him
unparalleled pleasure.  The thought made her wet. 
And afterwards, he would caress her face gently, as one would do
to a favored pet.  


She wished that she could see him again, but she hesitated to go
so far as to break the rules and attempt to find him on her own. 
After all, if he wanted to see her, he could send for her. 
The hostesses’ schedules were given to the partners monthly to
make their choice, and she was using her given name.  Some
of the others took new names, like Sugar and Estrella, but most kept
their own.  Why hadn’t he sought her out?  
Surely, if he felt anything for her, he could bend the rules himself? 


She sighed, wiggled so that the man using her would think it was
an inadvertent sound of pleasure at his ministrations.  Obviously,
she hadn’t made as much an impression on Alaric – no, Mr. Weston – as
he had made on her.  It wasn’t surprising,
considering that he must audition women for these positions all the
time.  What made her think that she was so special
to him?  The thought of him spending a similar
evening with another fresh-faced, yearning woman caused her to ache a
little. 


She closed her eyes, trying to imagine that it was him behind her, but the client’s portly figure,
protruding belly and slightly stale odor precluded such dreams. 
She sighed again, restrained a yawn. 


The man inside her quickened his pace, his breath coming in quick
pants.  He reached forward and grabbed her breasts
in both hands, squeezing and twisting the
soft, full globes.  She whimpered a little at the
sudden pain, and the helpless sound she made seemed to excite him all the more.  His grip
tightened on her as his movements continued, his upper body lying
heavily against hers, and his breathing hot in her ear.  Suddenly,
he licked her neck and she gasped as an unexpected orgasm shuddered
through her.  Her body was hot for sex, no matter
who was in her or touching her, and even someone whom she would find
repulsive on the street brought her to a fulfilling culmination.



Her abrupt warmth and wetness seemed to drive him over the edge,
and he bit into her neck as he came into her with a
violence.  She could smell the older man
smell of him; feel his heavy belly pressed against her bottom as he
recovered himself, then withdrew. 


His hand caressed her bottom lightly, almost affectionately, even
as he pulled off the used condom, and then as it was tossed away, he
smacked her behind with surprising sharpness.  Jocelyn
blinked in astonishment; it seemed to her that the sound had to
interrupt the droning discussion of the monotone presenter. 
However, those attending the meeting had heard much louder as
their companions orgasmed at various junctures, so she shouldn’t be
surprised that a little spanking would go unnoticed.  It
just took her aback, in its incongruity.   


After about fifteen minutes and two men later, the meeting
adjourned and she arose painfully, her thighs stiff and lower back
aching.  She had been bent over for about an hour. 
The room was now empty except for the three women dressed like
naughty little girls who had lost their shirts at play. 


Charisma stretched, her full breasts rising.  “Damn,
but that was a long session,” she complained as she moved muscles made
sore by holding an uncomfortable position for too long.  Estrella
muttered something depreciative in Spanish that was definitely in
accordance with the first woman’s statement, but most likely not as
noncommittal. 


Ms. Pru sailed in, cool as ever.  She surveyed
them, mouth pursed, then:  “Charisma and Estrella,
you’re both wanted in Ms. Atlin’s office.  Change
into PVC and darker makeup.  And do something with
your hair, girls.  You look a sight.  No
showers, though; she specifically requested that you come dirty from
your last encounter.”  Her glance slipped over to
Jocelyn, and she smiled thinly.  “Shower off and go
home, dear.  You’re done for the day.” 


“Putana,” Estrella said amicably, with no animosity,
before she and Charisma left, slipping on their robes to cover their
upper nudity.  Neither looked pleased about having
additional duties, but they would be compensated for not having a break
in between sessions. 


Jocelyn took her own robe, made of luxurious red silk, and swept
it around her creamy shoulders.  She headed for the
ladies’ room, where a hot shower and her street clothes awaited. 
She was looking forward to going home early and relaxing with a
good book or an interesting movie. 


In the tiled room, she stripped, pulling her hair free from its
two adorable braids and stepping into the enclosed stall.  She
turned the water on so that it was almost scalding, and then reached
for the honey-suckle scented soap.  The dispenser
gave her a generous dollop, and she rubbed it over her manhandled flesh.



The shampoo and conditioner were also honeysuckle, and while she
let the thick, creamy lotion soak into and soften her brown curls, she
closed her eyes and turned her face upwards to the hard spray. 
It pounded against her flesh, cleansing her.  She
turned so that the water fell against her back,
her eyes still closed, and began to rinse the conditioner from her
hair, scratching her scalp pleasantly with her manicured and fake nails
as she made sure that all vestiges of the lotion were removed. 
It was a simple luxury, but delicious and somehow fulfilling. 
It was as if the water rinsed away every man’s touch, every
woman’s caress, and left her whole and fresh once again. 


She was so enrapt in her reverie that she didn’t hear someone
enter the bathroom.  Only when the door to the
shower stall was open did she register the presence of another. 
Her eyes snapped open to see a naked Nikolai entering her
shower, a rakish smile upon his charming features. 


“What are you doing here?” she demanded in a shrill voice as he
closed the door behind him.  As he pressed his body
against hers, she tried to hold him off, but his flesh was slippery and
his grasp like steel.  “I’ll scream.” 


“No, you won’t,” he replied confidently, pulling her hard against
him.  She could feel his excitement in his groin, as
his erection was pressed against the soft rounded of her tummy. 


“Yes, I will,” she insisted breathlessly, and drew in a deep
breath to prove him wrong. 


His voice was still pleasant, but his eyes were twin pools of
storm-tossed Mediterranean ocean that froze her resolve into brittle
icicles that snapped under the pressure of his will.  “No,
you won’t.” 


“No, I won’t,” Jocelyn whispered.  Something
in her refused to allow her to do as she
knew she should; her body seemed to have no will of its own as she was
confronted with a direct command from this young god.  Almost
plaintively, she whimpered, “Why won’t I?” 


“Because,” and his mouth found hers before continuing its
explanation, kissing her deeply and thoroughly, “you are my slave. 
You agreed to that in the classroom, before my mother as a
witness.”  Said in his sensual Russian accent, it
was not as threatening a statement as it could have been had it been
said by another, but it was an alarming statement nonetheless. 


“That was just role-play,” she protested weakly.  Wasn’t
it?  He couldn’t truly
believe himself to be her master – surely he enacted the same behavior
with all the women in training.  Her mind raced for
an explanation, for an escape.  “What about Claire?”



That brought a disapproving scowl down at her.  “Claire
is none of your concern,” he told her sharply, with derision. 
“She and I have an understanding.  You will
never be on par with Claire.  She is to be my wife;
you are a thing I own.” Once again, his voice changed,
this time becoming taunting and teasing.  “And quite
a delectable thing,” as his hands caressed her body. 


“You have no right to be doing this.  You must
leave,” she protested even as her mutinous body betrayed her and
reacted to his touch. 


“Ah-ah-ah,” he shook his finger in her face.  “You
are a bad slave, talking back to your master.”  Abruptly
and without warning, he struck her across the mouth, hard, and she fell
back against the wall of the shower.  The only thing
that kept her from losing her footing and hitting her head on the tiles
was Nikolai holding her by one arm.  She blearily
looked up at him as her feet struggled for purchase on the slick floor. 
“Do you think this is a game?” he hissed, “Do you think I am
just playing a game?  Oh no,” and he turned her so
that she stood under the showerhead, face against the tiles. 
“I will not have you speaking to me in such a manner. 
You must learn manners, slave, and learn how I wish you to serve
me.”  He began to speak in Russian, low and intent,
placing his hand over her mouth and guiding himself into her from
behind.  He thrust himself into her, with one fierce
motion that indicated ownership and a claiming all at once. 


She gasped at the intimate intrusion, tears springing to her eyes
even as he began to savagely ram himself
into her already abused flesh.  He kept talking
softly to her in Russian, his body holding hers flush against the wall
of the shower stall, his breath in her ear hotter than the water. 
He removed his hand from her mouth, knowing as he did that she
wouldn’t call out.  Something in her had reached a
point of acceptance, and he recognized it in her body language. 
 


She was mortified at the situation; unable to react in what she
would think would be the appropriate, normal manner.  What
was worse than the rape was the knowledge that he considered her to be
his property, owned, a thing to be used.  If there
was any affection in him, it was the affection used when addressing a
favored pet or when speaking of a treasured object.  



As he used her body, she felt something she had not yet felt in
any of her dealings at the firm – shame.  No matter
what she did for the clients and partners, they knew that she was a person, with feelings and desires the
same as they.  They usually considered
themselves to be above her, but there was no sense that she was
unappreciated.  The manner in which Nikolai took her
made it obvious that she was not someone whom he considered to be
worthy of unique treatment. 


“Please stop doing this,” she whispered into the tiles, even as
he ignored her plea and continued to use her.  Hs
talent as a lover was undeniable; despite the appalling situation, a
familiar sensation was building in her.  She fought
it with all the strength she could muster – she did not want to
orgasm, not like this, not on these terms.  It was
too horrible and demeaning; her body was betraying her to this man who would objectify her.  



However, there were some things that couldn’t
be stopped, and she knew that unless he completed his pleasure soon,
she would orgasm from the sexual experience.  Tears
from resisting the pleasure built in her eyes, and a small sob escaped
her. 


Nikolai seemed to sense her dilemma, because he laughed low in
his throat at her.  “You’re a hot little slut,
aren’t you?” he mocked.  “You want me to do this to
you.  You can say that you don’t all you want, but I
know you do.  Your body tells me you do.” 


“No,” she protested, although the lie was transparent. 
“No.” 


He laughed again, then reached around and began to manipulate her
clit with enviable skill.  He toyed with the
sensitive nub deftly as he continued to fuck her, and she wept from the
exquisite overwhelming sensations that filled her.  His
manhood was deep inside her, pulsating, she was caressed by the water
upon her flesh, and his fingers danced in her cleft of secrets until
she came with a loud cry.  She would have fallen to
her knees from the strength of the release if not for his weight
pressing her against the slick tiles.   


Her muscular vaginal walls tightened like a fist around his
overly large member, caressing him inadvertently, sending him over the
edge of anticipation into blinding pleasure himself.  He
poured himself into her, hot and steaming, biting hard into her
shoulder, and then collapsed against her, his breath ragged and sweet
against her. 


For a moment they were both still,
the warm water still falling around them, like a summer rain. 
At last, Nikolai pulled himself away and turned off the faucet. 
The sudden lack of the sound of the cascade was unnerving,
almost echoing in its silence.  Jocelyn remained
with her face to the wall, trembling. 


The gorgeous Russian stepped from the stall, taking the towel and
drying himself off with it.  As he did, he commented
conversationally and easily, “Yes, I can see that you like it. 
I know you like it.  Don’t worry, little one,
we’ll be doing this unaccountable times.  I will
come to you when I want to come to you, and take you
as I will.  If you tell anyone of this, I will deny
it and no one will believe you.  And if they do
believe you, they will not care.  I have a special
dispensation here at the firm, and you are my slave.”  He
tossed the towel on the floor and redressed.  Before
he left, he turned his impossible eyes upon her. 


“Use my towel to dry yourself with.  And you
will always be my property.  Never forget that.”



 Finally   alone,
Jocelyn listened as he closed the door behind him, and then slid to the
floor of the shower.  Sobs shook her frame. 
She had never felt so filthy and defiled in her life, and no
shower would cleanse her. 


 At long last  , she
retrieved the towel.  It was damp from and smiled
vaguely of Nikolai, but it was the only one in the room.  She
dried herself as best as possible, then pulled on her robe. 


She looked at herself in the mirror.  She
didn’t look any different, other than the horror in her gaze. 
She had always had rape fantasies and, in fact, some had been
enacted here at her place of employ.  However, those
weren’t real rapes.  Those were careful
arrangements, set up by the firm to bring pleasure to the partners and
clients and, as an offshoot of the arrangement, to her. 


No, it wasn’t just the rape per se, even though that would have
been bad enough on its own.  It was the claiming of
her as property.  When did Nikolai take her freedom? 
When did she lose her self?  Or did she truly
do so?  Could her freedom just be snatched from her
like that?  Her thoughts wandered to her desires to
be so claimed by Mr. Weston, but those thoughts were delightful, not
horrors brought on her as those inflicted by the Russian actor. 


With a sigh of utter desolation, she left the bathroom. 
Turning the corner, she ran into the diminutive, gloomy Claire. 
The blonde girl glared up at her, fierce and vengeful. 
 


“I told you,” she spat.  “I told you how I
felt and you didn’t care.  You’re just like everyone
else here.  You’re a whore and a slut, and you
deserve whatever happens to you.” 


“What?” Jocelyn knew why Claire was angry, but how could she be
blamed?  And more important, why hadn’t she helped?  
Still, she felt she had to defend herself to her rapist’s
fiancée.  “I had no choice … He forced himself on
me.” 


Claire’s hands balled into fists.  “You had a
choice.  You always have a choice.  You
chose this.  I despise you!” and she spun and ran
down the hall. 


Open-mouthed, Jocelyn watched her leave.  For
a moment she debated calling out to the
obviously tormented girl, but realized that would only bring attention
to her own state of dishabille.  Rather than trying
to console the spiteful girl, she made her way to the dressing room to
retrieve her clothes.  She wanted nothing more than
to go home and sleep.  Maybe she would awaken and
discover that this was just a nightmare, and that this day never
happened. 


The ache in her mouth where Nikolai had struck her belied that
hope, but she had to hope.  It was all she had now.








   CHAPTER TWELVE
      

 Rage 


  


The next few days passed uneventfully, all
things considered. Jocelyn decided to put the occurrence with
Nikolai in the back of her memory and pretend that it never happened. 
It was the only way that she knew of in which she could deal
with the situation, to live with the fact that she had been so violated. 
Since he had passed her a few times in the halls and said
nothing to her, not even glanced at her with any sort of recognition,
there was the lingering hope that he had lost interest in his “slave”
and moved onto more interesting things. 


She could only hope. 


Right now she was on Ms. Cole’s
floor, a stern woman in her mid-forties.  Ms. Cole
was on the phone, and she knelt there, completely nude.  Beside
her knelt a host, a sweet boy by the name of Jared, with waist-length
crimson hair and eyes made violet with contacts.  He
was not overly tall, but his form was trim and perfect, and his skin
was a dusky brown, bespeaking of his Middle Eastern descent. 
The affect was striking.  Both kept their
eyes averted to the carpet, awaiting Ms. Cole’s pleasure. 


Finally, she finished the call and punched in an extension for
her secretary.  “Hold my calls,” she said brusquely,
and then hung up.  She steepled
her fingers before her.  Jocelyn knew that
under her desk was another host, who was gently ministering to the thin
attorney in her most secret wellspring of pleasure.  



“Take her,” Ms. Cole gestured to Jared.  “Take
her hard.” 


Without warning, the gentle boy grabbed Jocelyn by the shoulders
and forced her on her back on the carpet.  He
achieved an erection solely by Ms. Cole’s demand.  Without
preamble, he used his knee to spread Jocelyn’s legs. 


“Fight him,” the partner demanded of her. 


She struggled beneath her stronger partner, pushing ineffectively
at his hard chest.  She made small whimpering
sounds, which seemed to excite the voyeur, whose breath quickened as
she was enjoying both the sight and the skillful ministrations of the
man beneath her desk. 


“Take her, take her now!” 


Jared plunged himself deep into Jocelyn, and she shrieked,
enacting the rape fantasy that Ms. Cole desired.  She
wept, “Please don’t, please stop!” 


Jared hissed, his usual dulcet voice ugly with savagery, “But I’m
already in you.” 


Giving in to the role-playing, she moaned in submission as he
moved inside her, his taut buttocks pumping into strong curves. 
Each movement brought her exquisite pleasure, and she was
sopping wet and lubricated.  She enjoyed feigning
that she had to submit to this beautiful youth, forced into
experiencing the ultimate violation and satisfaction all at once.  
Adding to the piquancy of the happening was the knowledge that
she was being watched by the partner behind the desk. 


Then, suddenly, she flashed back to the rape by Nikolai and panic
overtook her.  She began to struggle against Jared
in earnest, and he was hard put to restrain her.  That
seemed to enflame Ms. Cole even more, for she called out, “Yes! 
That’s it!  Subdue her, boy!  Show
her who the master is here!” 


The use of that word made the situation even more unbearable, and
Jocelyn began to sob.  Believing that he was merely
atop an excellent actress, Jared continued his brutal battering of her. 
All pleasure was gone, to be replaced
by the dust of disgust at the memory that continued to pummel her. 
Jared held her down by her shoulders, using the weight of his
body to trap her on her back, even as his pelvis continued to rock back
and forth, driving himself into her again and again. 
She stared up into his contorted face. 


Ms. Cole’s unseen servant apparently was quite skilled, because
she drew in her breath in a sharp intake, then screamed out, “Finish
it, boy!” 


His pace redoubled, and then Jared cried out his own culmination. 
Jocelyn matched his vocalization, but hers was one of despair,
not joy.  He collapsed on her, panting and sweating,
and she lay there, unmoving. 


“That was well done,” the attorney complimented them. 
“You may go, you two.  You,”
and she reached down beneath her desk, “You stay.” 


Returned to himself, Jared rose and offered Jocelyn his hand to
assist her to rise.  He was completely comfortable
with his nudity, and she wished that she had the same careless
disregard for her own figure.  She fought to hide
her distaste as he gallantly handed her the red silk robe in which she
had arrived, and then donned his own green one. 


They left the office as Ms. Cole had commanded, but could hear
her being brought to another screaming orgasm.  Jared
gave Jocelyn an amused smile, which she half-heartedly returned.



He leaned forward and placed a chaste kiss on her forehead. 
“Thank you,” he said, huskily.  “That was
wonderful.  You are an exceptional actress.” 


Ah, if he only knew.  She managed, “I thank
you, Jared,” before she turned and made her way to the lockers. 
She wanted to clean herself off, remove the beautiful boy’s seed
from her body.  She felt guilt at the revulsion; it
wasn’t his fault that she had been attacked by the arrogant actor.



The shower was cleansing, and she allowed herself to weep a
little as she blow-dried her hair.  It was now
lunchtime, but she wasn’t hungry.  She would wait
and see what other duties would come her way.  She
was not yet popular enough to warrant a scheduling, like Charisma and
Estrella, but she was kept busy enough.  Hopefully,
the next session would not raise demons.  Her toilet
finished, she made her way down the hall to the familiar waiting area.



She sat in the green room, in her robe, reading a book that
failed to keep her attention.  She had started it
several days ago, but she still was only a quarter of the way through
it.  For some reason, she didn’t want to pick up
another book.  She was odd that way; she somehow
felt that once begun, she owed it to the author to give them a chance
until the last page was read.  Unfortunately, it
appeared that this book was not going to get any better, if the current
scene was any indication. 


Her mind wandered too often and it was difficult to focus, but
she fought to be entertained by the story, rather than allow her
meanderings to become dark storms of nightmares.  Perhaps
it wasn’t that it was a bad book, but rather a lack of attention on her
part. 


 “Kelly’s full bosom heaved at the sight of Gerald’s strong
arms and she cooed as he drew her against his massive chest with one
romantic swoop.  He pressed his lips to her,
claiming her, and she melted into his embrace.  They
became one flesh, one body, an extension of each other on the soul
level.”    


Nope, it was just bad.   “Extension of each other on the soul level” indeed. 
Marguerite DuBois might be the first to be discarded unread.



Highly irritated by the banality of the tome, she tossed the book
aside and turned to watch the television.  The usual
  midday 
 fare of court TV was on, and two crazed women screamed at each
other while the judge made clever, snide remarks regarding their
behavior.  Nothing attention-grabbing
there; it was just three people behaving poorly for the cameras. 
She wondered idly how such people managed to feed themselves. 
Maybe someone else did it for them.   She
wondered if any of the spouses of those whom she serviced would bring
her on a court program, accusing her of breaking up their marriage. 
Most likely, they would sue the firm.  She
would always be anonymous. 


She sighed loudly and yawned. 


There was a slight knock on the door, and then Ms. Pru stuck in
her head, looked around and saw that Jocelyn was alone.  
“The other girls aren’t back yet?” 


The curly-haired woman gestured to the empty room.  



“Highly unorthodox,” Ms. Pru muttered to herself, and then
disappeared, closing the door behind her.  Bemused,
Jocelyn cocked her head and narrowed her hazel eyes in confusion. 
She shrugged, and then returned her attention to the television.  
One of the women had broken down in tears and was
incomprehensible, her nose red and runny.  The judge
seemed unmoved by her plight. 


A half hour passed before Ms. Pru returned.  She
seemed even more agitated than before.  “Well,
there’s no getting around this.  Dress yourself,” she snapped, motioning to the closet. 
“I think something sweet would be in order.  Don’t
dawdle; he’s been kept waiting long enough already.” 


Jocelyn raised an eyebrow, but said nothing.  It
wasn’t her fault that whoever it was had been kept waiting. 
She rummaged through the myriad of outfits hanging there in the
size 8 section, and pulled out a foamy white dress.  The
older woman nodded approvingly, impatience making the movement curt and
brusque.  Without hesitation, now completely
comfortable with nudity, the hostess doffed her robe. She allowed the
cotton dress to spill over her like an ocean wave, its softness a
pleasure against her smooth skin.  She moved to the
mirror.  The dress was low-cut with a heart-shaped
neckline, and had delicate spaghetti straps jeweled with diamonds and
sapphires.  The skirt fell unevenly about her
muscular calves, cut in a deep handkerchief hemline.  The
belt was thin and of the same gems as the straps, and the ends of it
reached her knees. 


Jocelyn reached up to her hair, but Ms. Pru stayed her hand. 
“No, leave it down,” she ordered.  “He likes
it down.” 


It was a he then.  Jocelyn was
relieved by this tidbit of information of the mystery client who had
the usually unflappable Ms. Pru in such a dither.  Although
she performed her duties for both sexes with the same diligence, she
preferred the clients to be men, rather than women.  She
had never gotten used to or developed a liking for the taste of a
woman’s private area, finding the musky scent overwhelming and
distasteful.  Unfortunately
for her preferences, she was very good at what she did, so she was now
often requested by several of the bisexual and lesbian partners of the
firm. 


The silver-haired woman snapped her fingers impatiently at her. 
Jocelyn came quickly out of her reverie. 


“Put on a blindfold.” 


This was even more curious.  The young woman
opened the drawer in which the blindfolds were kept
and selected one of white leather with dark blue stitching. 
She held it to her eyes as her superior strapped it on. 
Her sight disappeared completely; the blindfolds were effective
and cut out any light spill.  She stood there until
Ms. Pru took her by the hand and guided her from the room. 


Her bare feet padded on the soft rug as she was led through the
maze of offices.  Her mind was racing – why did this
client warrant such secrecy?  Of course, it could be
a game he wanted to play, but typically she
was told that ahead of time, so she could prepare herself accordingly. 
She would have also been blindfolded outside his office, rather
than being forced to be at Ms. Pru’s disposal. 


She followed Ms. Pru submissively and without balking, holding
onto her hand like a small child.  They stopped
abruptly, and she heard the other woman say, “Hello, Nikolai.” 


Jocelyn’s mouth went dry and her knees felt like they might give
way.  Her stomach dropped.  No. 
He replied in his sensuous accent, “Good afternoon, Ms. Pru. 
Who do you have here?’ 


“This is Jocelyn.” 


Inwardly, she raged at his duplicity, at his transparent lie that
he didn’t know her.  She let none of this show on
her face, but was hard put not to pull away
when she felt his hand on her bare shoulder. 


“Ah yes, I believe I recall her from training.  After
a while, all the girls look alike, eh?” and he smacked her hard on the
bottom.  Ms. Pru laughed. 


“Well, she’s needed down the hall.” 


“Of course, of course,” and then he kissed Jocelyn’s cheek and
whispered in her ear, “While you’re being taken, never forget that you
are mine, slave.”  He pulled back and said, “I leave
you to your noble endeavors, Ms. Pru.” 


The woman actually giggled at his overt flirting.  “Thank
you, Nikolai.” 


She urged along the now reluctant Jocelyn.  The
brown-haired woman’s heart was pounding; although she was relieved that
it was not to Nikolai she was to be given, his words sent a surge of
fear coursing through her.  She had hoped he
forgotten that he wanted her as his slave.  He
obviously had not. 


  She tried to still her disquiet in
preparation for her upcoming assignment.  After all,
she was here to do a job, and she wasn’t about to let some arrogant
effete affect her ability to do so.  


Beneath the blindfold, frustrated tears formed.  She
could just keep telling herself that Nikolai was of no import to her
life, even as she felt the effects of his claiming her once again
coursing through her body like a virulent poison.  She
loathed his power over her, and she loathed even more the fact that if
it had not been Nikolai, she would have welcomed the chance to be
enslaved. 


“Here we are,” Ms. Pru broke into her unpleasant thoughts as she
opened a door and guided Jocelyn through it.  “Sir,
she’s present and prepared as you instructed.” 


Whoever it was didn’t answer, but must have made some silent
signal because the door was closed behind the slightly trembling woman
in white.  She stood there, uncertain of what would
transpire.  All of her senses other than sight were
heightened because of the blindfold:  she could feel
the gentle, cool caress of air against her skin; smell the slight scent
of pine that suffused the room; and hear acutely the sound of quiet
footfalls approaching her.  She drew in her breath,
held it, released it, standing erect and poised like a ballerina, a
perfect doll prepared for play.  Her lips were
slightly parted and shiny with bubblegum lip-gloss. 


A finger traced their sensitive skin and, despite herself, her
head tilted back at the sensuousness of the gesture.  She
kissed the finger without thinking.  It was inserted
into her mouth and she sucked upon it until it was removed. 
She regretted the loss of it. 


It was silent.  The silence was so deep that
she could hear her own heart beating in her ears.  She
could sense him in front of her, just standing there, and the waiting
was making her anticipatory and hungry. 


He moved behind her, and then his large hands grasped her
powerfully around the waist.  His body pressed
against hers, and he kissed her on the neck – softly, at first, then
with more passion and ardor.  Her body began to
respond as his mouth moved up to her ear, and then down to her shoulder. 
Suddenly, she was spun around and his mouth found hers, pressing
upon it undeniably. 


Her arms came up to twine around his neck, and she discovered
that he was very tall and had long hair.  She had to
stand on tiptoe to meet fully the onslaught of his passion, their
tongues dancing deeply in each other’s mouths. 


Jocelyn was swept off her feet, both emotionally and literally. 
Typically, she was brought in to relieve the sexual tensions of
a client or partner (or, sometimes, as a reward for an exceptionally
well-performing associate); this man was treating her like a lover. 
The only similar experience had been with the partner who had
initiated her into her job, but even that lacked the intimacy of this
delicious encounter. 


He caught her up into his powerful arms, and easily knelt on the
floor, laying her down on her back.  Even beneath
the blindfold, her eyes were closed.  She felt like
she was melting into the floor.  There was the sound
of rustling fabric as she waited for him to come back to her, and then
she felt him lay upon her, naked, his mouth seeking hers. 


His body pressed against the thin fabric of her dress, and his
body was strong and hard.  Her legs parted of their
own volition, and her hips lifted to meet his, hungry for his entry
into her body.   Her skirt bunched up around
her waist, revealing her nudity beneath the foamy fabric.  He
tormented her, though, the head of his shaft pausing at her entrance,
causing her to plead, “Please, please.  Take me now.”



The man gave a soft laugh at that, then entered her with a smooth
thrust that surged into her waiting and lubricated tunnel.  He
was large, but the pain of his entry was tempered with the pleasure of
satisfying her need to be filled by him.  She could
feel that he wasn’t wearing a condom as rules required, but didn’t mind. 
At this point, she preferred to feel their flesh melding. 
He continued to kiss her as he made love to her – and yes,
Jocelyn had to admit herself that this was making love, not just sex. 
 


The difference delighted her, even as he passionately brought her
closer and closer to orgasm.  He rolled her nipples
between his fingers, and then moved his mouth to the sensitive nub,
sucking at it through the gauzy cloth.  Jocelyn
arched her back, biting her lip to keep back a cry of pleasure. 


He returned to her mouth, his chest rubbing against hers as he
moved, bringing sparks of light behind her closed eyes.  She
was glad now for the blindfold, because it brought her into a world
where nothing existed except for utter sensation, and she swam in the
sea in which this mysterious man had placed her.  There
was haziness to her world, almost as time had stopped and that nothing
was happening to her that wasn’t in the control of the man on top of
her, who was bringing her waves and waves of delight with his every
caress, every movement. 


In her training, especially since she was such a natural
submissive, her instructor had told her about subspace.  In
a languor, she realized that must be what was happening to her, that
this man with his soft yet commanding touch had guided her into the
coveted realm.  Now that she had experienced it, she
wanted to be there forever. 


He grasped her legs and put them over his shoulders so that he
could enter her more deeply.  Made limber by her
ballet training, Jocelyn felt only the faintest of twinges in her
hamstrings at the deep stretch, but the invasion of his large member so
far into her narrow passageway made her gasp in the combination of
pleasure and pain that had come to be a welcome sensation in any sexual
encounter which she experienced. 


There was a white and gold fog surrounding her.  She
came, but it wasn’t the sudden shock to the
system as it typically was; rather, it was soft and powerful and
continuous.  She grew wetter and her walls
contracted around her lover, milking him.  He
grunted at that, and increased his pace so that she could feel the
fibers of the rug under her begin to rub her skin. 


Suddenly, words came unbidden to her, and they poured forth like
an ocean wave:  “You are my master, I am yours, you
own me, I am yours to command, please command me to do your bidding and
make me your own.” 


The man stopped for a second and she lay there, aghast at her
temerity and foolishness.  He released her legs so
that she lay flat on the floor, his manhood still embedded in her. 
She couldn’t unsay what was said, so
she trembled a little while there was silence.  



Would he be offended? 


A chuckle broke the uncomfortable situation, and then he
continued his movements inside her, only now there was a hint of
savagery in them, as if he had accepted her plea and was then making it
known who her master was.  Unlike with Nikolai,
there was a release in this knowledge for Jocelyn.  Handing
over herself to this unknown stranger did not cause her the same panic
that being claimed by the upstart rogue did.  Rather,
it brought her a sense of peace, of completion, that she had never
known before in her life.  True, for all she knew
this would be the last time this man ever had her, but right now, she
was his property and he was making use of her.  She
also took a joy in each orgasm that swam through her, seeing it as a
triumph over Nikolai, which she gave to this unknown man freely that
what the actor would take from her without her will.  



Her lover’s breathing was becoming harsher, and she realized that
he was nearing completion.  She wrapped her legs
around his waist, goading him on with her own movements, following the
rhythm he set and adding to it with her own skills.  He
groaned aloud at that, and then spilled his seed into her womb,
continuing to thrust even when he was dry. 


Jocelyn lay beneath the heavy and comforting weight of his body,
her heart pounding.  Tears lay unshed behind her
blindfolded eyes, tears for the beauty and the intensity of the moment. 
He seemed overcome as well, for there was no movement
from him save for the rise and fall of his chest. 


After what seemed a pleasant eternity, he slowly pulled out from
her and moved away.  Jocelyn could hear the rustle
as he put on his clothes, and then he reached down and helped her to
stand.  Disoriented, she made a movement to remove
the blindfold but he stayed her hands. 


“Am I not to see you?” her voice broke and trembled.  “Can’t
I know who you are?” 


A finger was laid across her lips and she quieted.  After
all, she had begged to be his slave and if he wanted silence, then he
should have it.  Still, her heart ached at the
thought that she would never know who this man was who had so claimed
her and answered affirmatively her plea to be owned by him. 


Something in her acquiescence must have appealed to him, because
instead of being led outside the door to await Ms. Pru, she felt his
hands behind her head, undoing the blindfold.  Joy
welled within her.  It took all of her willpower not
to whirl and see who it was, but she waited
until he walked around her to meet her gaze. 


It was Alaric.  Of course it was.  Who
else could it have been?  Who else would have
treated her with such tender savagery?  Now Jocelyn
understood Ms. Pru’s disquiet; typically
the hostesses were not to consort with those who interviewed them. 
It created bonds that should not exist in the professional
atmosphere of the firm, evidenced by her reaction to the knowledge that it was Mr. Weston who had her on his office floor.



“Hello, Jocelyn,” his voice still held the warm, honeyed quality
she recalled so well.  She flushed at his slightly
mocking gaze as he surveyed her.  “So, I take it
that you enjoyed our little tryst?” 


“Oh, yes, Sir,” she babbled, and then froze as his face hardened
and he raised an eyebrow. 


“I believe that you must now call me by another name,” he stated
firmly.  “Or am I mistaken in that you begged me to
enslave you?” 


Caught, she stammered, “You are not mistaken, Master.” 


“Good.  You may sit,” and he gestured to a
chair.  She took the offered seat and he moved to
sit in his place behind his desk.  For a moment, he
merely surveyed her.  She was caught up in the
beauty of his features. 


“What am I to do with you?” he mused, almost to himself. 
 


She did not speak, but sat there with her hands in her lap,
unconsciously smoothing the delicate, white fabric that had become
terribly mussed during their sexual encounter.  She
found it difficult to meet his frank gaze, almost overcome with
embarrassment.  He made her feel like a little girl.



He snapped, “What am I to do with you?” 


It was as if she had been stung, and she answered without
thought, “Whatever you wish, Master.” 


That made him smile.  “Good, good. 
You have been well trained, it
appears.  The firm certainly gets its money’s worth
in education.” 


“They told me I was a natural submissive.” 


“Is that what they told you?  Well, then, it
must be true.”  There was a wry tone to Alaric’s
words, and she realized how forward that she must appear.  



“I apologize, Master.” 


He leaned back in his chair.  “At least you
learn quickly from your mistakes.  That’s good to
know.”  He wrote something on a slip of paper,
folded it.  He pushed it to her.  “Give
this to Ms. Pru, but don’t read it.” 


 “As you command, Master.”  
 


That brought a smile to his stern features.  “Go. 
And you have the rest of the day off.” 


She beamed at him and fairly leapt from her chair.  At
the door, she turned and a shy turn of her lips revealed her joy.



“Thank you, Master,” and she was gone. 


She closed the door behind her, looking at the folded paper in
her hand.  There was no desire to explore it;
rather, she wanted to deliver it to Ms. Pru herself and perform the
duty that her master had given to her. 


 So   intent was she
that she literally ran into Nikolai.  She drew in
her breath as he gripped her by the arms.  He pulled
her into an empty conference room. 


“Where are you going, slave?” 


 Not your slave  , she thought, and the
ability to escape him in that fashion gave her the strength to reply,
“I’m doing as I was told to do by a partner of the firm.  Do
you really wish to interfere with that, Nikolai?” 


He drew in his breath in a hiss, and then snarled, “Remember your
place, slave.” 


She tilted her head.  “Rather, maybe you
should remember yours, Nikolai.” 


With that, she swept away from him, not seeing his face contort
in fury. 


She found Ms. Pru in short order and handed her the paper. 
The silver-haired woman scanned it, and then sighed. 


“I was afraid of that.  Very
well.  You’re dismissed for the day.” 


Jocelyn quickly changed into her street clothes and skipped her
way to the garage.  There was elation in her heart,
and it came from the knowledge of being owned by a man she loved. 
It had been a long time since she was this happy. 


The ugliness created in her life by Nikolai was
melted away, to be replaced by the shining beacon that was her
master.  She couldn’t wait until he sent for her
again.  As she situated herself in her Miata, a
delighted laugh came from her, irrepressible and free. 


In her slavery, she was freed. 







   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
      

 Taken 


  


The next few weeks passed without her being contacted by Alaric. 
She swallowed her disappointment, knowing that perhaps this was
a test of her resolve and willingness to await his bidding. 
She would wait forever.   


In the meantime, she had her duties at the firm, and reported
dutifully to work as she must.  Her
encounters with others somehow seemed dryer, less exciting. 
She compared them all to Mr. Weston, and they were sorely
lacking.  She knew it wasn’t fair, but she could do
nothing else.  Who could match him for ferocity and
for tenderness, for the stern nature that made her knees weak? 


Jocelyn entered the visitor’s office with trepidation, unsure of
what to expect.  She was dressed in a long black
skirt of silk and a flowing grey shirt of the same material. 
Her hair was loose and her makeup light. 


“Mr. Archer?” she asked hesitantly.  The room
appeared to be empty.  “Hello?  Is
anyone here?” 


The door closed behind her with a quiet click that was more
alarming than a slam would be.  A rather pudgy, bald
man stood there, a dark look in his eyes that appeared out of place in
his simple, porcine face.  Jocelyn swallowed
nervously.  She had been warned about what she could
expect from this man, but that didn’t alleviate the trepidation she was
experiencing.   


Stephen Archer had an unpleasant reputation among the hostesses,
and Jocelyn had been chosen for this assignment because of her natural
inclinations of submission.  It was hoped that she
would be able to handle him better than some of
the others.  Estrella had actually given him
a black eye once, and almost lost her job.  It took
all of the hostesses threatening to quit to get Ms. Pru to back down.



“Well, now.” and the man began to circle her like a wolf, “You’re
new.”  He had an accent she couldn’t place – maybe
German, maybe Italian – something European, certainly.  



Biting her lip, she looked downward and nodded. 


 “Hmm.    
Pretty, but you’re a little heavier than I like.”  Her
head snapped up at that, and he laughed.  “So you
have a temper.  Good.  I want you
to use that temper.” 


 “Sir?”    


“Fight me.” 


Jocelyn swallowed.  Being prepared with words
and experiencing the situation were two
very different things.  “Yes,
Sir.” 


He was upon her then, surprisingly strong for his age and body
type.  He grabbed her by both wrists, and she
struggled in vain to free herself.  He forced her
down on the floor, using his superior weight to hold her down. 
His fingers crushed her flesh bruisingly, and she wriggled
against him.   


“Fight me,” he snarled through gritted teeth.  ‘Fight
me hard.” 


She redoubled her efforts, but could not budge him.  He
laughed then, and took both wrists in one hand and yanked up her skirt. 
His hand found her delicate honeypot, and he inserted three
fingers with one brutal shove. 


“Ow,” Jocelyn wept, tears beginning to run down her face. 
“Please, don’t.” 


He hissed, “Yes, beg me.  Beg me to stop.”



“Stop, please, oh please, stop.” 


“No.” 


He wriggled his fingers inside of her, stretching the walls. 
He slid in his final finger and thumb, twisting them around
until his hand was inside her.  The pain was
excruciating as he pumped it up in down, grinning down into her
grimacing face.  Her discomfort excited him, if the
hard stirring against her thigh was any indication. 


She fought to extricate her hands, but his grip was strong as he
continued to fist her.  Finally, he pulled his hand
out of her body, and licked his fingers. 


“Ah, clean. Good.  I like a clean woman.”



She was humiliated by that statement, and turned her head aside. 
Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes.  He
laughed fully, released her hands but admonished, “Don’t move, or I’ll
strike you.” 


“You don’t want me to fight you anymore?” her voice was low and
subdued.  


For answer, he lightly slapped her across the face.  She
drew in her breath, and stilled.  She laid there,
arms above her head as he unzipped his pants and allowed his large
member to spring forth.  He moved up so that it was
positioned over her mouth. 


“Suck me,” he ordered.  “Suck me like the hot
bitch you are.” 


Obediently, Jocelyn took him into her mouth, closing her lips
around him and flicking her tongue on the sensitive flesh of the head
of his shaft as he began to fuck her orifice.  He
threw his head back, lost in his pleasure, eyes closed and a pleased
smile on his portly face. 


He tasted of salt and sweat, and the depth to which he shoved his
meaty phallus down her throat made her gag.  She
longed to bite down on his manhood, but knew that would not be a wise
action to take.  She sucked on him harder, and hoped
that he finished quickly. 


He didn’t.  He brought himself close to orgasm
several times, and then slowed his movements to tantalize himself, thus
frustrating her.  He pulled himself from her mouth
abruptly, and then flopped down his full, heavy weight on her prone
body.  She felt him fumbling down there, as he
slipped on the requisite condom. 


He slammed himself into her, bucking against her soft center. 
She winced at the invasion, but her body moved against him
without her own volition.  “Mr. Archer, you’re
hurting me.” 


“Good.  I want you to hurt.  I
want you to crawl away from this with … agony … in your … every step,”
he panted.  She closed her eyes so she wouldn’t have
to see his repulsive, exultant expression.   


The violation felt too much like what
Nikolai had done to her, and she found herself crying again. 
All the healing that Alaric had done for her was wiped away in
one swoop, and she despaired of ever escaping the memory.  



Her tears seemed to urge Stephen on, because he began to pound
harder and harder, his breath coming in harsh bursts.  She
felt so invaded, so out of control of her own body.  The
only difference between him and Nikolai was that she knew that once he
was finished, this man would be done with her.  He
wouldn’t haunt her, and she would be able to wash this experience from
her body. 


She struggled against the despair by holding tight to Alaric’s
claiming of her.  She belonged to Alaric Weston; she
was his slave.  He was her master, and no matter
what happened to her body in her duties as a hostess, he would be her
owner.   Nikolai could not take that from her,
ever.  Her master was her protector. 


She felt her panic subside, just as the man atop her groaned and
spurted his seed into the latex of the condom.  She
was glad that he wasn’t riding her bareback, because she didn’t want
anyone to enter her that way but her Alaric, her master. He was the
only one with whom she wanted to share that intimacy. 


Stephen pulled away, tucking himself back into his pants after
stripping off the rubber and tossing it into the trash.  He
smiled down at her, and it was a voracious, hungry look. 


“You’re good,” he complimented.  Jocelyn
painfully sat up, pulling her skirt down decorously, but she did not
attempt to rise.  “You’re very good.” 


“Thank you, Sir.” 


“Yes.  I think from now on I will ask for you.”



“You flatter me, Sir,” but her heart was heavy and she wasn’t
even truly paying attention to him.  She just wanted
to escape this room.  “Would you like me to go now?”



“Yes, yes,” he waved a languorous hand.  “I am
well-satisfied.  Well-satisfied,” he repeated.



She stood gracefully, and limped to the door.  He
laughed at that, mocking.  “I fucked you hard,
didn’t I?” 


“You did, Sir,” her hand was on the doorknob, “Yes, you did.”



She left the room with as much haste as politeness would allow
and closed it behind her.  She leaned against it for
a moment, weary.  Ah, well.  Every
day at the office couldn’t be wonderful, could it? 


It still beat answering phones, she reminded herself.  


She made her way back to the holding room.  Charisma
was there, and she leapt up when Jocelyn entered. 


“Oh, darlin’, you look terrible,” she cooed, pulling her over to
the couch.  “Did that nasty man hurt you?” 


Jocelyn nodded with a childish pout on her features.  Charisma
kissed her face until she laughed, and the two women fell against each
other on the overstuffed piece of furniture.  Their
giggling was unstoppable until Ms. Pru came in. 


“What’s so amusing?” the woman asked sternly.  The
two hostesses looked at each other, which sent them into fresh peals of
laughter.  Ms. Pru clapped her hands together as if
they were naughty schoolgirls. 


“Compose yourselves,” she ordered. 
“Mr. Weston has requested you,” and she pointed at Jocelyn.



That sobered her immediately, causing elation and apprehension. 
The curly-haired girl jerked into awareness, all levity gone and
all seriousness taking its place.  “Shall I change?”
she asked.  She still smelled of Stephen Archer.



“No, he wants you immediately.”  The
silver-haired woman frowned at her.  “I would have
hoped you were more presentable, but I know that you’ve just seen Mr.
Archer.” 


Jocelyn rose with all the grace and pride she could muster. 
“Indeed, I have,” and she sailed from the room with a wink that
caused Charisma to fall over laughing.  Ms. Pru
shook her head. 


“Girls, really,” she admonished. 


Jocelyn fairly skipped to the designated office.  She
recalled the circuitous path she had taken back in her return to the
holding room.   She left Ms. Pru far behind her
as she approached the door, brimming with excitement.  She
took a deep breath to compose herself, and knocked. 


“Enter,” his voice sent her into a paroxysm of elation. 
She slid in and smiled at him.  “Hello, my
slave.  That was a prompt appearance.” 


“Hello, Master,” she replied, rushing to his side and kneeling at
his feet.  “Thank you for calling for me.” 


Her behavior and words brought a pleased smile to his face. 
“I will be doing so more often.  But first …”
and he looked around, “Where is Ms. Pru?” 


As if on cue, the woman in question poked in her head. 
“She got away from me, Sir.  I apologize.”



“Ah, she’s eager,” and he pet Jocelyn on the head; she reveled in
his delicious caress.  “That’s a good sign. 
Have you the box?” 


Nodding as she moved forward, Ms. Pru lay a large black velvet
jewelry box on the desk.  “It’s as you ordered.”



“Good, good.  Please close the door after you.”



Accustomed to such dismissals, the older woman nodded politely to
him, and did as she was ordered.  Jocelyn looked up
at Alaric, biting her full bottom lip.  He smiled
down at her. 


“You seem anxious,” he commented. 


“I am.  I have missed you.”  Suddenly
shy, she dropped her eyes from his.  “I hope that is
not too forward to say.” 


He stroked her cheek.  “Nothing you say is
forward, my dear.  You must always be honest with me. 
I demand that of you.” 


She glanced with undisguised excitement at the box, wondering
what was in it.  She hoped that it was for her, but
she wasn’t going to make any assumptions.  Right
now, it was just pleasure enough to be in her Master’s comforting
presence. 


He motioned for her to stand, and she rose quickly, almost losing
her balance in her anticipation.  He chuckled at her. 
Jocelyn’s eagerness was that of a little girl’s, and although
she was embarrassed by her behavior, she knew that it was a charming
manner that was endearing. 


Alaric opened the box and Jocelyn gasped when she saw the
contents, her eyes filling with sudden tears of joy.  Inside
on the black velvet cushion was a sparkling silver collar.  It
was close to three-quarters of an inch wide, completely circular, and
inset with deep green gems that appeared to be emeralds – but they
couldn’t be, could they?  Even more surprising, each
gem was encircled by small diamonds.  It appeared to
be hinged in the front, and a small key sat in the middle of the collar.



“It’s so beautiful,” she breathed, and then she met his turquoise
gaze.  “Is it for me?” 


He laughed aloud.  “I can see that you must
learn patience.  You may ask questions, but you must
be patient when I desire it.  Soon you will learn to
read my moods.”  He lifted the jewelry from the box
and held it out.  “Yes, this is for you, little one. 
If you are to be my slave, and you are to be my slave,
then it shall be duly noted by all here at
the firm.  You will still work for the firm, but
they will have obtained my permission.  I will allow
you to receive your money as before, but we will discuss terms later. 
Eventually, you will come to me for any items you need, and will
have no need to handle money.  Simply for today,
though, I found it timely to make my ownership known to all. 
Lift your hair.” 


She did, and he reached up and placed the collar around her neck. 
The cool metal was surprisingly heavy, and fit snugly without
being uncomfortable.  He closed it and there was a
snap as it locked.  She flinched a little at the
sound, and that seemed to please him. 


“Well, then, would you like to see how it looks?” He gestured,
and she bounced over to the indicated mirror that hung on the wall of
his office. 


The effect of the jewelry on her neck was stunning.  The
rich color of the gemstones brought out the green in her hazel eyes,
and it fit so well that it seemed to be a part of her.  It
sparkled in the light, the diamonds casting rainbows against her flesh. 
She reached up a trembling finger to touch it, then whirled and
flung herself into Alaric’s arms. 


 “Thank you, Master!” she enthused, covering
his face with kisses.     “Thank
you!” 


He gently set her aside.  “You are welcome. 
Now, you have other duties to which you must attend. 
You are needed by the firm, and I will see you at my
convenience.” 


Jocelyn smiled widely at him.  “Yes, Master.”



She left his office in a daze, the weight of the collar not
intrusive or detrimental, but it was still a delicious heaviness on her
throat.  Her fingers toyed with the precious metal,
running over the coolness of the stones. 


She passed several people on her way back to the holding area,
but was in such a tizzy that she barely registered any of them. 
Was that Marjorie or Sugar?  She didn’t care.  
Right now, she wanted to show it to her closest friend at the
firm, to get her approval and to share her joy.  She
knew what it meant to be collared and, although she never doubted his
veracity, it made Mr. Weston’s claim on her all
the more real. 


Jocelyn was thrilled to see that Charisma was still in the room,
and launched herself at her near-naked friend, landing on top of her on
the couch.  “Look, look, look!” she enthused. 
The black woman laughed, pushing her backwards. 


“Let me see it, then … damn!” when she got a good look at the
item around Jocelyn’s neck.  “That’s some fancy
necklace.” 


“It’s a collar.” 


Charisma playfully whopped her on top of her head.  “I
know that it’s a collar, girl.  I know what it
means, too.  You must have made some partner mighty happy.  That’s not an
everyday occurrence, you know.  It’s a very rare
one.” 


“Alaric Weston.” 


Pale green eyes went wide with amazement, with a tinge of
disbelief.  “You’re kidding, right?”  When
Jocelyn shook her head, Charisma drew in her breath.  “That’s
something.  He doesn’t even call for girls often. 
He’s always been the unattainable hottie.  Everyone
wants to be assigned to him, even the guys – although he never wants
the guys.” 


That information was new, and it buoyed her already ebullient
mood.  Jocelyn hugged her arms around herself. 
“I feel so special.  He must really like me.”



Charisma kissed the top of her head.  “You are
special.  I’m happy for you.” 


The curly-haired woman flopped over on the couch, her head
falling back and her expression dreamy.  “I don’t
think I can do any more assignments today.  I feel
like I’m going to burst into pieces.  I can’t
imagine having someone else after him.  It just will
be so inferior.” 


Charisma rose and sat at the vanity, checked her makeup in the
mirror.  She was wearing a bridal outfit of tulle
and PVC, with a long veil that skimmed the floor behind her. 
“You might be able to be all lazy, but some of us have to work
for a living.  I think you’ll find that wearing that
collar, dear heart, means you’ll be working even harder, because you’ll
need to please him.”   


She rose as the door opened, and Ms. Pru entered and surveyed her.



“Your appearance is a very nice job, Charisma.  She
will be pleased with you,” and the older woman motioned to the naughty
bride.  Jocelyn watched as her friend left, and then
waited for directions from her superior.  Ms Pru
sighed. 


 “As if you’ll be of any use to us today,
little Jocelyn.      Change, go home. 
Come back fresh tomorrow, prepared for your usual duties. 
Simply because you wear his collar does not excuse you from your
job until he decides it does.” 


“Thank you!” and she quickly began to strip.  Her
own clothes were comfortable – a black sundress with spaghetti straps
and flat black sandals.  She stared at herself in
the mirror.  The simplicity of her clothing
heightened the extraordinary beauty of the collar.  



“I am the luckiest woman in the world,” she murmured to herself,
and then she grabbed her purse and headed for the elevators. 
Part of her balked at returning to her empty apartment, but
there she could relax and revel in the new status she had achieved.



As she made her way through the garage to her car, she hummed a
light tune.  She swung her purse back and forth
playfully until she reached her little red Miata.  She
fumbled for the keys.  So distracted was she that
she didn’t notice the approach of the woman behind her.  It
wasn’t until she heard the muttered, “You bitch,” that she was startled
into attention. 


“Oh!” and she whirled to face Claire.  The
girl’s perpetually teary eyes were especially angry today.  “What
do you want?  I’m in a hurry.” 


“Nikolai wants to talk to you,” the girl said sullenly. 
Jocelyn tossed her head back to reveal the collar brazenly,
knowing that the girl would know its import.  After
all, she was an employee of the firm, albeit in a small manner. 


“I don’t want to talk to him, and you can tell him that.” 
Honestly, it was incredibly tacky to have his fiancé come and
fetch her, but it wasn’t her problem.  It was Claire’s.  “In fact, I don’t
want to have anything to do with him anymore.  I
won’t have anything to do with him.  I’m going home,
and he’s to stay away from me, or I’ll tell my master and he’ll have
him fired.”  She didn’t know if Alaric would do
that, but the threat had to have some weight to it.  


Claire frowned distractedly, and then produced a small gun and
pointed it at the taller woman.  Jocelyn froze in
sudden fear.  What was this? 


“I told you, Nikolai wants to talk to you.  You
can’t deny him.  Come along.  Madame
Lina is driving us to where he is,” and the blonde motioned with the
gun.  “Come now or I’ll shoot you in the leg, and
you’ll have to be carried.  That won’t please him at
all, and you don’t want to incur his displeasure.” 


For a brief moment Jocelyn debated
fleeing, but the cold and resolute expression on the girl’s face
convinced her that it would be an unwise course of action.  She
allowed herself to be led to a nearby SUV, a black car with tinted
windows.  She got into the back seat as indicated,
and Claire sat beside her. 


Nikolai’s mother was indeed behind the wheel, and she pulled out
of the garage.  “Make yourself
comfortable, dear,” she advised Jocelyn in her heavy accent. 
“You’ll be with us for a while.” 







   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
      

 In the Clutches of Desire 


  


Nikolai was displeased; it was clear in his disgruntled
expression as he watched Jocelyn being led from the car by gunpoint.



He stood there, tapping his foot impatiently, as she was forced
to stand before him.  Claire pushed at her
shoulders, hissing, “You are to kneel before him.” 


“I certainly will not!” she responded defiantly.  Nikolai
backhanded her across the mouth and cheek, knocking her off her feet. 
She looked up at him, tears of pain in her eyes, as he regarded
her with brutal coldness. 


“If you won’t follow orders, you will be beaten in ways you won’t
enjoy,” he warned her.  “Now get up and go in the
house.” 


Numbly, she staggered to her feet and entered the edifice. 
She was immediately directed into a room that was dominated by
an iron four-poster bed.  The bed had wrought iron
ivy leaves and vines on the headboard and footboard.  Four
shackles were attached to both, their purpose water clear. 


Jocelyn met Madame Lina’s gaze, hoping for some sympathy from the
older woman.  “Please don’t do this,” she begged. 
“You know this is wrong.” 


“It is what my son desires,” the woman shrugged.  “I
will always give my son what he desires, if it is possible. 
Now, you do as he says and you will not be hurt.” 


Jocelyn ran her tongue over her split lip, but wisely said
nothing. 


Nikolai glowered at her.  “Tale off the
collar, bitch.” 


“I can’t; it’s locked.” 


He roughly grabbed her by the valuable gemmed piece of jewelry,
his fingers sliding between the metal and her delicate flesh, pulling
her close to him.  “How dare you take another man’s
collar?” he hissed.  “I had made you mine, and you
dare defy me, throw my gift in my face?”  He
dismissively shoved her away, and she fell onto the bed.  Immediately,
Claire and Madame Lina each fastened a shackle around either ankle, so
that she sat there, legs spread uncomfortably. 


“What is his name?” he demanded, standing over her.  “Tell
me his name, and perhaps I will be lenient on you, because I will
avenge my injured pride.  He will suffer for daring
to claim that which is mine.” 


She snarled back at him, “I will never tell you who he is!” 
Despite her bravado, her heart sank at the thought of perhaps
Claire coming upon the unsuspecting Alaric in his office, directed by
the vengeful Nikolai, and using the gun with which she had captured
Jocelyn upon her beloved Master.  No matter what
this insane trio did to her, she would literally die before she told
them his name. 


Nikolai again grabbed her by the hair, but his time he slapped
her, hard, forehand and then backhand.  Jocelyn’s
ears rung and she was so suffused with dizziness and pain that she
barely heard Madame Lina’s admonition of, “Nikolai that is enough! 
You will damage the girl.” 


Panting, he flung her back onto the bed.  She
lay there, docilely allowing Claire and her captor’s mother to shackle
either hand so that she was spread-eagled upon the mattress. 
She swallowed the iron taste of her own blood, and knew that in
the morning her face would be bruised and her mouth swollen. 


“Undress her,” Nikolai commanded, standing at the foot of the bed
and looking down on Jocelyn like an arrogant liege lord. 


Claire obediently rummaged in a drawer and came out with a pair
of scissors.   Jocelyn closed her eyes against
Nikolai’s burning gaze and the sight of his fiancé clipping off her
cute little black dress.  Her breath became uneven,
and she fought the sudden tears that came.  She
turned her head to the side, in a futile attempt to hide them. 
The actor and his mother chuckled at her discomfiture, but
Claire simply and coldly continued her duty. 


When Jocelyn’s dress was completely cut away and she lay nude
before them, Madame Lina drew in a deep breath at the sight of the
captive’s body.  “I can see why you must have her,
my son,” she admired.  “She is a lovely piece of
flesh.” 


Claire hissed at that and spun to leave the room.  Nikolai
stopped her with a word, “Stay.” 


It was not an entreaty but a command, and his fiancé froze in her
tracks as if glued to the spot.  Slowly she turned
to face him, tears tracking down her soft features.  He
approached her, lifted a tear from her cheek. 


“Tears, my dove?” he murmured.  She nodded
wordlessly.  “You should not weep; she is here for
all of us.  She will answer to you as well as to my
mother and me.  You are still mine, but now we have
a new toy.  She is much more than you in her
slavery, and much less in your freedom.” 


“I don’t want to be free!” Claire sobbed.  She
was wild with pain, trying valiantly to hide her distress and failing
miserably.  She fell to her knees before the
arrogant man.  “Please, please, let her go and keep
me.  I can be everything for you – wife, slave,
everything.  You don’t need her.” 


Nikolai calmly ignored her histrionics, focusing once more upon
the spread-eagled woman on the bed.  His eyes
consumed her like a butter trifle, and he even went so far as to lick
his lips in anticipation.  “Let her sit here for a
while,” he commanded.  “Let her imagine what we will
do to her.  I promise you,” and he grinned wolfishly
at the wordless Jocelyn, “it will be far worse than you can imagine.



With that, he was gone, his mother and the still weeping Claire
following behind.  The light was turned off and
Jocelyn was left in utter darkness, alone with her thoughts. 


They were bleak. 


 ab    


Jocelyn awoke with a sinking feeling in her stomach.  She
had done so for the last four days as a prisoner in the savage clutches
of Nikolai and his family.  She was still chained
spread-eagled to the bed, nude except for the collar around her neck. 
She was allowed free only if it suited Nikolai’s designs, or to
go to the restroom.  She was even fed in this
position, and her muscles ached with the restraint. 


Ha, they couldn’t remove her Master’s collar.  



She moaned a little and wriggled, futilely testing her bonds for
the thousandth time.  Her entire body ached
desperately from the beatings she had received at Nikolai’s,
Claire’s and Madame Lina’s hands.  She feared Madame
Lina the most, because her abuse was frigid, detached and calculated. 
There was no begging with her.  No mercy was
given.  Nikolai tired soon of the torture and fucked
her; Claire’s beatings were savage, born of bitterness and jealousy,
and she wearied herself quickly.  But Madame Lina
played the crop, the switch, the candle wax like a master musician,
with the precision inherent in her teachings of acting. 


The door opened and Jocelyn stiffened in apprehension. 
It was Claire, evident from her silhouette in the door. 
 


“Why aren’t you asleep, bitch?” the little blonde demanded. 
“It’s one in the morning.” 


There was no way of telling time here in this room.  The
curtains were of heavy damask and obscured all light, and unless she
was being tortured or raped, she was kept in the darkness.  Time
no longer had meaning for her. 


“Guess I’m not tired,” the larger woman replied, not without
rancor.  “Why are you up and about?  Why
aren’t you sleeping with your fiancé?” 


The dig was a mistake; Jocelyn knew it as soon as it came out of
her mouth.  Claire fairly flew across the room to
launch herself on the bed, bestowing a savage slap on the captive
woman’s face, and then another, and then another.  The
only light was cast by the slim shadows that entered through the door,
but Jocelyn could see the pain beneath the fury that contorted the tiny
woman’s features. 


Jocelyn’s head rocked back and forth with the force of Claire’s
blows.  They hurt, but did little damage, for Claire
had only a child’s strength to her arms.  Finally,
the captive snapped, hissing, “You can stop now.  It’s not my fault I’m here … ow!  Stop
that!  I’m trying to tell you that I don’t want to
be here any more than you want me to be here!” 


“I don’t care!” the woman sobbed.  “You’re
here in our house and you shouldn’t be.  I know that
you enticed him somehow, and you accepted him as a master, and then you
broke his heart by taking another master.” 


“Claire, listen to me.  I never took him as
master.  He claimed me, and I never enticed him. 
He’s a sick man, and you’d do better without him.  You
shouldn’t be with him.” 


Claire stopped, got off the prone woman and slowly moved away
until her back touched the wall.  “No.”  She
shook her head violently.  “You’re wrong. 
You’re just saying that so you can have him to yourself.”



“You’re right, little one,” and both women’s attention snapped to
the door, where Madame Lina stood, attracted by the noise.  “But
you know better than to come in here unsupervised.  We
have spoken of this before, have we not?” 
The sterner she became, the thicker her accent.  Claire
nodded morosely, pale brown eyes downcast.  “I think
you must be punished.” 


“Oh, no, please, Madame,” Claire literally fell to her knees and
crawled to the disapproving woman.  She wrapped her
arms around her knees, looking up at her imploringly.  “I
know I was bad, but I couldn’t help it, I love Nikolai so much …”



“I know, I know, and that is why you are still permitted to be
his fiancé,” Madame Lina said almost conversationally.  This
brought an uncontrolled sob from Claire.  “Your love
is true and deep, and that pleases the both of us.”  Her
attention shifted to Jocelyn.  “But you, who scorn
him … you are thoughtless and hurtful. 
Nikolai is my favorite son, and I do not like to see him in
pain.” 


Trying to stall Claire’s punishment, more because she knew that
it would involve her than any desire to protect the little shrew,
Jocelyn tried to change the subject, “I didn’t know you had another
son.” 


“Oh, I have many children,” Madame Lina waved her hand, as if in
dismissal.  “I have another son and a daughter. 
Both are great disappointments to me; neither approve of me or
my Nikolai.” 


  “It’s sad when children don’t respect their
parents.” 


“Do you mock me?” the older woman’s hand was upraised, but she
was hampered by the still sobbing Claire.  She
looked down in irritation.  “Let go of me and fetch
the strappy gear.” 


“Not the strappy gear!” Claire begged, “Please, not the strappy
gear!” 


“Do it now.” 


Still crying loudly, Claire moved out into the hall.  Before
she was out of earshot, Madame Lina said softly, “And do not awaken my
son.”  The sobs stopped abruptly. 


Once the little blonde had left, the older woman came and joined
Jocelyn on the bed.  She stroked her face almost
gently, wiping a thin trickle of blood from her lip where Claire’s
blows had cut it.  “What are we to do with you, my
luscious Jocelyn?” 


“Let me go?” she hoped, knowing that it would not happen. 


That elicited a laugh, and a stroking of her hair.  “I
don’t see that as a possibility,” she chided, “For some strange reason,
my younger son has taken to you and wants you as his slave. 
True, this has sent my household upside down, because Claire is
hurt and you have accepted another’s collar.”  She
plinked the silver and emeralds around the woman’s neck with a
well-manicured fingernail.  “A wealthy man or woman,
obviously, one who is used to having many pets, I would think.” 


The image of Alaric having many other slaves brought tears to
Jocelyn’s eyes.  She had never thought of that
possibility.  “I got the impression that I was his
only one,” she said with as much dignity she could muster, in a voice
that brooked no dissention.  Madame Lina laughed at
that, cruelly. 


“So you believe?  You obviously met him at the
firm, so he is either a client or a partner.  Either
way, he is accustomed to being serviced by beautiful men and woman.  Why
on earth, my dear, would he limit himself to one woman?  And,
despite the trinket around your pretty neck, he cannot care for you so
much as all that.  After all, there is no one
knocking at our door here.” 


Despite the sinking feeling in her stomach, Jocelyn continued to
protest.  “He could be looking for me.” 


“No, I doubt it.  You are not listed as
missing in the news; the firm will simply make you disappear. 
It is that at which they excel, making bad things go away. 
Dearest, you are to stay here as long as Nikolai is amused. 
And as long as you fight, you will keep his interest. 
Ah, Claire,” as the girl sullenly returned,
a large apparatus in her hands.  “Come here. 
Good.  Now strip.” 


The little blonde lay the item on the bed between Jocelyn’s
spread legs, so that she could not see it.  Madame
Lina continued, as Claire removed her clothes, “You see, Claire here is
far too submissive for Nikolai’s tastes.  He likes a
submissive woman, certainly, which you are,
my dear Jocelyn, but you have fire as well.  You are
submissive, yet inventive.  Claire lacks these
qualities.”  She continued despite the tears running
down the blonde’s face, “He must sate his appetites elsewhere. 
That is why he applied for the job at the firm – it gave him the
opportunity to experiment with other women.  When he
had you, he realized that he must own you.  I
attempted to dissuade him – we both owe our jobs there due to certain
ties, but he would not hear of it.”  She shrugged
eloquently, “What is a mother to do?” 


She turned to the sulking Claire.  “I await
you,” she told her gently.  The little woman reached
between Jocelyn’s legs and took the apparatus.  As
Jocelyn heard the sounds of buckling and the drawing in of breath,
Madame Lina slowly brushed her hair, with a silver brush retrieved from
a side table.  The almost darkness of the room made
Jocelyn’s head spin, and she was irritated that she could not see what
Claire was doing.  The devious trio often did this,
hiding from her what was about to happen, so that the anticipation of
the event was almost as terrible as the event itself. 


“Lift your head, my dear,” the woman’s soft voice, hardened by
the Eastern European accent.  Jocelyn obeyed, and
found that she could not, instead finding severe pain as her hair was
pulled.  “It is tied to the headboard,” the Madame
told her pleasantly, “so that you cannot move overly much.” 
She gestured with one finger.  “Claire, come
closer so that Jocelyn may see you.” 


The brown-haired woman gasped at the sight.  Claire’s
pert body was marred by the heavy leather apparatus she wore. 
It consisted of a belt that encircled her waist and affixed a
dildo to the front.  She turned, so that Jocelyn
could see that in the rear, there was strap that covered the crack of
her tiny ass. 


“There’s a butt plug attached to that,” Madame Lina informed her. 
Claire doesn’t care much for the butt plug, but we know that
punishment must be punishment for it to be effective.”  Claire
turned around again so that she faced the captive woman, and Jocelyn
saw in the dim light that she had a three-inch scar in the shape of an
“N” on her inner thigh. 


“What is that?” she asked.  Claire looked
down, and for the first time since entering the room this evening, a
sweet smile crossed her lips. 


“It’s where Nikolai branded me his,” she told Jocelyn proudly. 
“He has not yet collared me as his slave, but this marks me as
his property.” 


“So you believe,” Madame Lina’s voice grew sharp.  “Now,
Claire.  We await your pleasure.” 


The blonde drew in her breath at the rebuke, and then mounted the
bed.  She positioned herself above Jocelyn, and the
curly-haired woman realized what she intended.  



“No,” she entreated, “No, this is not right.” 


Madame Lina stroked her face again.  “Ah, we
decide what is right, Jocelyn.  You merely accept. 
That is what it means to be a slave.  And you
are my son’s slave, which means I may command you, as I command Claire. 
And Claire, I command you to fuck her hard.” 


The girl, so directed, slammed the phallus into Jocelyn’s
unprotected vial of pleasure.  The raped girl cried
out, more at the shock of the cold leather than the pain, and Madame
Lina covered her mouth, admonishing, “I told you not to awaken my son. 
He needs his sleep; he has an audition tomorrow.” 


Claire continued to fuck her, her taut body moving against
Jocelyn’s as she humped her as if she were a man.  Her
nipples rubbed against Jocelyn’s, creating sparks of undesired delight
in her nether regions.  Although she couldn’t reach
her mouth due to their height difference, Claire sucked the taller
woman’s neck, leaving dark red marks.  Jocelyn felt
herself growing wet despite the horror and indignity of the situation. 
Claire was good with a dick.   


Madame Lina watched her with an inscrutable expression as her
captive began to writhe as pleasure overtook her.  She
smiled patronizingly, and Jocelyn felt herself grow warm with
embarrassment.  The older woman bent over and
whispered in her ear, “You take this well.  You like
having a woman fuck you, don’t you?” 


“No,” Jocelyn protested weakly. 


“Yes, you do.  I can tell you do.  You
move like a woman who is hot and who wants more.  You
move like a woman who is about to cum. 
Are you?” 


“No,” she lied.  “I won’t let myself.” 
That she could do.  She would not give them
the satisfaction of forcing her to enjoy this outrage. 


“Claire, do you hear this?  She doesn’t
believe that you have the talent to bring her to orgasm.  After
all the training we have given you, she believes you are not good
enough.” 


“I am good enough,” and the girl punctuated each word with a
thrust of the phallus.  Jocelyn felt like the large
dildo would split her in half.  Even with her juices
flowing, it was so big that it stretched the walls of her vagina to the
breaking point.  She knew that it was going to make
her bleed from the rough treatment she was receiving.  Claire
moved her head down and sucked hard on her nipple, rolling the hard nub
on her tongue.   


Jocelyn felt the orgasm building in her like an unstoppable tidal
wave.  She forced the feeling away, but Madame Lina
saw what she was experiencing. 


“Oh, no, my sweet thing, you will allow yourself to enjoy the
pleasure.  It is not fair to dear Claire to waste
her hard work.” 


As if inspired by these words, Claire doubled her pace, shoving
herself into the unwilling Jocelyn.  The blonde was
panting, and it was apparent that she had cum herself.  Her
bucking body sent Jocelyn over the edge into the delightful realm of
orgasm.  Her own body moved of its own volition
against Claire’s.  Her
hair was yanked by its confines, but she didn’t care.  The
pain only heightened the enjoyment. 


As the two women slowly came down from their heady heights, they
became aware of Madame Lina’s soft laughter.  “Two
hot sluts, that’s what you are,” she said dismissively.  “Now
get cleaned up, Claire, and untie Jocelyn’s hair.  I’m
going to bed, and you two should as well.  I’m sure
Nikolai will want to play tomorrow.” 


With that, she left.  In silence, Claire
removed the sopping apparatus and allowed it to drop to the floor. 
Softly, Jocelyn said, “Claire.” 


“What?” 


“You can’t enjoy this,” as the other came over to untangle her
hair, Jocelyn was able to catch her gaze, “You
can’t want me here.” 


“I don’t.” 


“Then why don’t you help me escape?” Jocelyn implored. 
“I’ll be gone.” 


Claire’s fingers played with the brand on her thigh.  “You’ll
report us, and we’ll be put in jail.” 


Although the thought had crossed her mind, Jocelyn knew that it
would be better to keep that fact to herself. 
“I won’t.  I just want to get back to my
master.  He’ll take care
of me, maybe even hide me.  Claire, I’ll ask him to
hide me, so that Nikolai will never find me again.” 


The blonde bit her lip.  “But Nikolai will be
so angry.” 


Jocelyn pleaded, “He won’t have to know you had anything to do
with it.” 


“And how do you propose to escape?”  Claire
motioned in despair at Jocelyn’s shackles.  “It’s
not like you can get out of here without help.” 


The captive’s mind raced.  “Maybe the key
could be left in my reach.  All you need to do is
undo me, put the key on the table, and they’ll think I managed to do it
myself.” 


“No, they won’t.”  Claire’s hands were rough
as they untangled the hair, causing Jocelyn to wince.  The
blonde didn’t seem to care. 


“A person in extremis can do many things.  You
have to help me.  I can’t do this without your help. 
Please, please, Claire.  I know this hurts
you as much as it hurts me.  I don’t want to hurt
you anymore.” 


Again, the girl in love’s hand touched the brand.  She
thought a moment, then, “All right.  Tomorrow night
I’ll do it.  I want you gone, Jocelyn.  You’ve
ruined my life.” 


She bit back the reply that it wasn’t her fault, that the
responsibility lay in Nikolai’s hands, but knew it was imprudent. 
“I want me gone, too.” 


Claire gathered up her clothes and the instrument of both of
their torture.  “Tomorrow I’ll be free of you.” 
A dreamy look crossed her face, made grotesque by the dim
lighting.  “Tomorrow Nikolai will be mine again.” 
She swept from the room, closing the door behind her and
plunging Jocelyn into total darkness. 


The nude woman let loose her breath, held in anticipation of
Claire’s unexpected acquiescence.  She was
inordinately relieved, but still afraid.  So much
could go wrong in an escape attempt, but she had no choice. 
She had to return to Alaric.  She had
to free herself from the clutches of this insane rapist and his
accomplices – his willing mother and unwilling fiancé.  She
didn’t know how much longer her body could take the punishment it was
being doled.   

 
Tomorrow.     She held
onto that thought as she slipped into slumber, made possible by hope. 
As she drifted into sleep, her mind was
filled with the delicious image of golden hair and eyes like the
  Mediterranean  .









 

  
 CHAPTER SIXTEEN
    






 Marks of the Master 


  


Nikolai exploded into the room with all the fury of a volcano,
and Jocelyn cringed.  She had
been allowed to be chained only by the ankle to the bed, so that
she could exercise.  It was a rare pleasure. 
Now she stood beside the bed, albeit closely, where she had been
stretching her legs. 


The actor’s face was contorted with a combination of lust and
rage, and the two emotions fought for dominance.  Lust
won.  He stripped his clothes as he crossed the
floor to where she cringed, his desire obvious as he lifted her body
onto the bed.  The chain caught her ankle painfully,
and she whimpered as he tossed her on the mattress and knelt over her.



“God, you’re beautiful,” he muttered, his chestnut hair falling
over his face.  “Why won’t you submit to me?”



“I can’t.  I can’t,” she returned, as
pleadingly as possible.  “Nikolai, Claire loves you. 
Why do you need me?  I’m not worth your time.”



As he pressed her shoulders down and positioned himself for
entry, he countered, “You are if I decide you are.  And
I’ll make you mine, more than any collar can.  It’s
maddening; you betrayed me.  Who is your false
master?” 


Again, she did not answer that question, afraid that he would do
something to Alaric.  The man growled in
frustration, and he thrust himself into her tight crevice.  She
cried out and that brought a sadistic smile to his face. . He moved
within her, his hands still holding her down by her shoulders and
bruising the flesh over the bones.  She felt as if
he might crack her body in two. 


She looked up into his face as he pounded himself into her. 
He appeared to be some fallen angel, his expression a mask of
passion and cruelty, as he maneuvered his hips so that his huge cock
moved within her in various manners, rubbing her clit as well as
finding the secret spot within her walls that brought her pleasure. 
He enjoyed watching her cum, mocked her as she did so, reveling
in the sense of power over her that it gave him. 


“Nikolai, please don’t do this anymore,” she begged, and she
stopped when he cuffed her across the mouth. 


 “Master.    
I am your master.” 


“You are not my master!” she cried out, even as her body betrayed
Alaric by responding to the actor’s skill.  “I have
only one master, and will only have one master, and it is not you!”



He snarled, and then bit her shoulder hard enough to draw blood. 
She screamed at that, even as the pain brought her to orgasm. 
He laughed aloud as her body bucked beneath his, taunting, “You
are mine, you whore, look at how you obey
me!” 


Madame Lina came in at that moment; standing at the door and
watching her younger son rape their captive.  “Will
you be long, Nikolai?” she asked pleasantly.  “The
room is prepared.” 


“No, mother,” he panted as he continued to move towards his climax..  “It will be just a few
more minutes.  I’m almost there.” 


“Very well; I’ll meet you in the dungeon.”  She
left. 


Jocelyn chilled at those words.  Dungeon?  Until now, she had
only known this room in the house.  They had a dungeon?  Dark thoughts of
iron maidens, racks and other accoutrements of a sadist’s pleasure came
to her, and she whimpered.  Nikolai beamed as he
continued to fuck her. 


“You smell like fear,” he told her, “It’s delicious.  I
want you to always smell like fear when I
touch you.  And I will touch you for many, many
years.  Soon you will come to obey me, then to love
me.  You will not be able to live without my
mastery.” 


“Never,” but this time it was weak and watery, not the fierce
protest she had made before. 


He pulled himself from her and positioned himself so that his
dripping cock was over her mouth.  “Suck me.”



Disgusted by the thought, she refused.  He
slapped her and said again, “Suck me.  And if I feel
teeth, I’ll beat you to death.” 


Somehow, she believed him.  Reluctantly, she
opened her mouth and he inserted himself into it, moving in and out,
fucking this orifice as well.  She gagged as he hit
the back of her throat again and again, the
taste of her own juices thick on his flesh.  It made
her sick. 


“Oh, yes,” Nikolai groaned as his rhythm increased.  “Take
it deep.” 


Obediently, she attempted to open her mouth wider, hoping that if
she obeyed he would be kinder.  Suddenly he shouted
something in Russian, and her mouth was flooded with his seed. 
It was bitter and salty, and she allowed as much as possible to
dribble down the sides of her face, but she swallowed much of it. 
It was hot and thick, like mucus. 


His erection reduced, Nikolai pulled from her and left the bed. 
As he dressed in the black poet’s shirt and tight black jeans he
often wore, he sneered, “Soon you will have no choice but to submit. 
We have many ways … we can drug your food,
we can even starve you.  But
I think after your time in the dungeon, you will come around and be
obedient to me.”  He smiled charmingly.  “I
am not so terrible a master.” 


He left, and Jocelyn dissolved into hopeless sobs.  Her
only opportunity for freedom lay in the hands of Claire, and there was
no guarantee that she would be true to her word.  She
didn’t know what time it was, but it felt as if it were the evening. 
If an attempt would be made, it had to be now. 


As if she had read her mind, Claire appeared.  She
moved furtively, nervously, closing the door behind her.  “We
don’t have much time,” she panted, as if she had been exerting herself. 
“The dungeon is ready, and Nikolai will want to utilize it as
soon as he can.  I’ve got the key to your shackles,
and here,” she tossed a sheer white robe at Jocelyn.  “It’s
all I could find in my closet that might fit you.  You’re
much fatter than I am.” 


Jocelyn suppressed the nasty retort that came to mind, and
slipped on the gauzy material as Claire unlocked the leg shackle. 
The sudden sense of freedom was exhilarating and she moved
excitedly to the door. 


“Stop,” Claire grabbed her arm.  “Are you
crazy?  Don’t go running out there.  You
have to follow me, and you have to be quiet.  Do you
want to come across the Madame or Nikolai?  Only I
know their habits.  You don’t.  You
have to do what I say.” 


“Of course; you’re right,” Jocelyn acquiesced, motioning for the
little woman to proceed ahead of her.  “Please. 
And, Claire, thank you.” 


It seemed that the gratitude embarrassed her, because she averted
her brown eyes and muttered, “Don’t mention it.  Just
stay close to me and I’ll get you to the front door.” 


Jocelyn suddenly recalled, “Don’t you want to put the key on the
table, like I could reach it?” 


Claire startled.  “You’re right.”  She
did so, and then returned to the door.  “I’m not
thinking well.”  She hesitated, and then admitted,
“I’m frightened.” 


“Me, too,” Jocelyn took her hand and squeezed it.  



Claire led her down a hall that was overly decorated with
paintings that looked like they were made in the Renaissance. 
The walls were red damask, and the floor was hardwood. 
It was like stepping back in time.  There
were periodic tables with lamps upon them, or knickknacks and books. 
They passed several closed doors. 


“This place is huge,” Jocelyn whispered, but Claire frantically
shushed her, digging her nails into her arm.  They
came to a sitting room, which was furnished with overstuffed chairs of
rich gold brocade.  They were seated facing a
fireplace, with a mahogany table in between them.  One
the table was a decanter filled with amber liquid and two glasses. 
The entire room was one of extreme decadence, and Jocelyn was
not surprised to find such a room in Nikolai’s home.  



“Come along,” Claire yanked at her, and the taller woman moved
along, for she hadn’t realized that she had stopped.  The
house had almost a hypnotic effect on her.  The only
house comparable to this was Alaric’s, but his was done tastefully, not
like some nightmare out of a period play. 


Claire led her to a door and opened it.  A
flight of stairs led down into darkness.  Alarmed,
Jocelyn pulled away.  “What is this?” she demanded.



“It’s the way out,” the girl returned, “You go down to the
basement and climb out the window.  Did you think I
could take you to the front door?  There’s a fence you’ll have to get over once
you’re in the yard, but its night, so you can probably do it without
being noticed.  You’ll hurt your feet, but I didn’t
have any shoes for you.”  As Jocelyn hesitated, she
hissed, “Do you want to get caught?  Go!” 


Holding tightly to the railing, Jocelyn made her way down the
precipitous stairs, her bare feet catching on the rough wood. 
The bottom was completely dark, lit only by the slight light
cast from above.  That
light was obscured by Claire, who followed her down. 


Jocelyn’s heart was pounding with fear.  There
was a heavy silence in the basement.  Then,
suddenly, Claire slammed the door shut and they were plunged into total
darkness.  She gasped, immediately sitting on the
rickety stairs and holding to the railing with two hands.  “What
are you doing?” she demanded in a harsh whisper.  “I
can’t see anything.” 


From below, a light was turned on; a naked hanging bulb that
revealed what must be the dungeon.  Nikolai and
Madame Lina both stood there, grinning proudly as if they had just
accomplished the most wonderful of jests.  She wore
black PVC, a bodice and pants that showed that even at her age she was
fit and slim.  He wore leather pants and no shirt,
revealing his six-pack abdominals.  His hair was
pulled back into a ponytail. 


“Come on down, naughty slave,” he gestured.  “There
will be no escape.  I told you that earlier.”



Tears of disappointment streamed down her face as she turned her
head to glare at Claire.  The woman bowed her head,
ashamed. 


“I couldn’t betray him,” she told her, “I love him too much. 
And he said that since I betrayed you
he will make me his slave as well as his wife.  He
offered me everything I dreamed of having,” and she met Jocelyn’s hot
hazel eyes defiantly then.  “You couldn’t offer me
that.” 


“No, I couldn’t.  I could only offer you your
dignity.” 


“Slave, we await you, and I am tired of waiting,” Nikolai’s voice
held both warning and impatience.  With a sigh of
resignation, Jocelyn made her way down the stairs.  Once
off the steps, the floor was cement.  Her feet were
cold on the bare pavement. 


She looked around the room.  The basement was
unfinished, with beams and bare supports on the walls, quite a
departure from the rest of the beautiful home.  There
were two tables, almost medical cots, between
which sat a brazier.  That explained the heat. 
In the corner was what looked to be a huge “X” with restraints
upon it.  One of the
walls was covered with implements of punishment and torture: 
whips, floggers, crops, switches, knives … her blood grew cold
just at the sight of all the apparatuses.  She had
known that Nikolai and his mother were sick, but until now she had not known the depth of their
depravity.  For the first time since being
kidnapped, she came to the chilling realization that she might never
escape this house. 


“Claire, take your place,” Nikolai motioned, and his fiancé
quickly moved to the cot on the left.  The small
woman removed her clothing speedily, as if she knew that she would
irritate Nikolai by taking too long with such trivialities. 
Once naked, she lay down upon the cot, her face open and
trusting.  Madame Lina affixed her to the railings
on the cot at her wrists and ankles, and then by a thick leather strap
across her middle.  She wriggled to show that she
could barely move. 


The older woman motioned to Jocelyn.  “Lose
the robe, girl, and come here.” 


“You’ve got to be kidding!”  She made for the
stairwell, but Nikolai was faster and enclosed her in his arms of steel. 
She struggled; he held her easily and with a mocking amusement. 
When at last she tired of fighting him, collapsing in the
knowledge that he was just too strong to fight, he dropped her on the
empty cot and held each of her limbs still so that his mother could
restrain her.  Once the strap was across her waist he stepped back, surveying the two women
who were at his limited mercy. 


Now restrained and unable to move, Jocelyn struggled futilely, as
she had before against Nikolai’s hold.  She felt
that in Alaric’s name, as his slave, she should fight somehow, but
there was no way to do so without harming herself.  Still,
she pulled against the restraints at her wrists and ankles. 


“You bitch!” she railed at Claire.  “You
scheming bitch!” 


Nikolai cuffed her lightly.  “Claire will
receive her own brand of punishment.”  He chuckled
at that, looking to his mother.  “Brand
of punishment.” 


Madame Lina also laughed, and then moved to the brazier. 
Jocelyn turned her head to watch and, despite the heat in the
basement, felt her blood go chill as the taut woman withdrew a branding
iron whose tip was glowing red.  Claire whimpered a
little at the sight, and Jocelyn recalled the scar on her thigh.



“You can’t,” she protested, “This is inhuman.” 


Nikolai caressed her face.  “Inhuman. 
Since you will not submit to me willingly, and there is no way
to remove this collar,” there was obvious disgust in his voice as he
flicked it dismissively with one finger, using his mother’s earlier
gesture, “I have no choice but to mark you as mine in a more permanent
manner.”  He shrugged eloquently.  “I
am told that having your nipples pierced is more painful than branding,
but I have experienced neither occurrence.  Nor do I
intend to do so.  After all, my desire is to inflict
pain, not to experience it.” 


He stepped aside his mother to touch Claire’s face, alight with a
frightened expression.  “And you, my dear, planning
things behind my back.” 


“I told you about it!” she cried, tears of distress streaming
down her cheeks.  “I told you what she planned, and
you caught her!”  She hesitated, and then her voice
became low, almost so quiet that Jocelyn had to strain to hear it. 
“You have already marked me with your initial.  Do
you plan to do so again?  If so, I will wear your
mark proudly, Nikolai.  But please … please collar
me as well and make me your slave.  Do not leave me
in this purgatory of desire!” 


Jocelyn was sickened by the pleading, whining tone Claire
affected when speaking to her fiancé.  Have some
backbone, she thought disgustedly.  She could see
why Nikolai was tired of her, but it certainly didn’t merit torture and
maiming. 


“No, I do not intend to mark you again, Claire.  Rather,
my intent is more insidious,” and the tall man motioned to his mother,
who handed over the branding iron.  Without further
ado or explanation, he plunged into the already marred flesh and
twisted it savagely, eliciting several high-pitched screams from the
captive woman.  The smell of burning flesh filled
the room, and Jocelyn fought nausea. 


“You see, I thought it best to remove my mark from you, for you
are not worthy to wear it,” he told his fiancé plainly, as if
discussing nothing more serious than a shopping list.  He
removed the iron and placed it back into the brazier, so it could again
become heated sufficiently to make a clean mark.  He
surveyed his handiwork, pointing out to Madame Lina how well the
manipulation of the branding iron had obscured the original brand,
ignoring Claire’s heart-wrenching sobs. 


“You’re a monster,” Jocelyn whispered in horror.  “You’re
both monsters!” 


“You are only realizing this now?” Madame Lina regarded her
curiously.  “From the day in acting class when I
observed my son having his way with you, I would think you would
realize what kind of people we were.  All of my
family members are dominants, every one of my children.  I
have raised them well.” 


“Then you’re all sick!” 


“Perhaps we are,” she motioned delicately with her hands. 
“Perhaps we are not.  Eh.  Your
opinion does not matter, for that collar marks you as slave already. 
You are a thing, a pet, no longer a
human.  And soon, you shall be my son’s pet. 
It is a pity,” and she glanced to Claire, who was still crying,
“that he does not take good care of his pets, but what is to be done?”



“She is no longer my pet,” he pointed out.  “She
is still the woman I will marry, because it will look better for me to
have a wife, but she will be nothing to me.  She is
nothing to me.” 


He spoke as if the subject of his conversation were not there,
and ignored the fresh wails from Claire’s direction.  “I
prefer women like you, pretty Jocelyn, women who have fire enough to
attempt an escape when you know such an escape is impossible.” 


Madame Lina took a salve from a side table and began to rub it
into Claire’s fresh burn, ignoring her pleas for cessation. 
“This will keep it from infection.” 


“It’s good that you care so much about reducing infection,”
Jocelyn’s sarcasm was lost on the older woman. 


“Yes, it is important.  Should
she become infected, how to explain such a burn?  Claire
would certainly lie to protect us, but it is obvious that this is a
brand mark and inflicted intentionally.  Now, where
you are concerned, we do not trust you at all.  Until
you have properly submitted to Nikolai, you must remain under lock and
key, thus protecting our interests.  But you will
eventually come to love your master.  Nikolai is a
stern master, but a fine one.  He is handsome, is he
not?  Is he more handsome than your master?” 


“He is not!” Jocelyn flared.  “My master is
handsomer, and older, and smarter.  Nikolai cannot
compare to him.” 


The man leaned in close to her face.  “Then
tell us his name, so we may believe you.” 


“Never,” she spat.  “You’ll hurt him.” 


He stood up.  “Yes, we will hurt him,” he
admitted.  “Most likely we will kill him. 
It doesn’t matter, though.  Once you have
been branded, he will not want you again.”  Nikolai
smiled charmingly at her.  “Why would he, when there
are so many beautiful women, far more beautiful than you?” 


He raised the branding iron, and Jocelyn saw with despair that it
was once again glowing a bright, cherry red. 
“Please don’t do this.” 


“It is too late,” Nikolai told her. 
“This is your life now.  You are mine forever.” 


He moved to her left thigh.  His turquoise
eyes were very bright.  Jocelyn drew in her breath.



“Now, don’t move,” Madame Lina
advised.  “You’ll mar the brand and we’ll have to do
it in another area.” 


Nikolai plunged down the iron, and Jocelyn knew only blinding,
unspeakable agony. 
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 Unexpected Savior 


  


There was a part of her that hoped that this wasn’t
really happening, that this was just some sort of dream, but as Nikolai
held the iron to her flesh and pressed it into the meat of her inner
thigh, Jocelyn knew that she would be scarred for life with an ornate
version of his first initial.  It looked like it
came from the Cyrillic alphabet; she had noted when he drew it from the
brazier. 


After what seemed an eternity, he at last removed the iron from
her leg.  This time the burnt meat smell was coming
from her body, not Claire’s, and the thought was even more nauseating
than before.  The sudden coolness in the absence of
the brand was almost as painful as the burning itself, and she felt
like her leg was on fire.   


“You didn’t scream.  Good.  You
are a brave girl.” he patted her head as he returned the branding iron
to the brazier.   


Madame Lina applied the salve as Jocelyn wept silently. 
She was scarred, marked for life as Nikolai’s property. 
The well-built man released Claire, who immediate clung around
his neck with both arms. 


“Please, mark me as yours again,” she begged, “Don’t take this
away from me.” 


“Perhaps someday you will earn such a right.  For
now, you are to behave.  Behave as you have been
taught and we shall see.  Now release me.” 


Immediately and obediently, she dropped her hold around his neck
and stepped away, almost falling over backwards in her desire to please
him.  He nodded, and then turned to the unspeaking
Jocelyn. 


“If I free you, will you comport yourself as befits my slave?”



She said nothing, her eyes dull with pain and resignation. 
He smiled at that, taking it as acquiescence, and then unbuckled
the leather restraints at her wrists.  She did not
move, only allowed each hand as it was freed to flop upon the mattress. 
Claire, at his unspoken direction, loosened her ankle
restraints, and then Nikolai removed the belt across her middle.



“Sit up,” and he assisted by lifting her bodily by the shoulders. 
“You should see how lovely you look.” 


She still wore the gossamer robe, and he pulled aside the fabric
that had fallen over his artwork.  She stared numbly
at the angry, black and red mark on her inner thigh, puffed from the
abuse but certainly a permanent part of her body now.  Inadvertently,
her hand went up to touch her collar, and Nikolai laughed at the
movement. 


“None of that,” and he pulled her hand down, “He is no longer
your master.  We have not had time in the short
while we’ve had you, but we will cut that from your throat. 
And sell it for the gems, I should think?”  He
turned to his mother for her approval, and she nodded.  “I
believe it will turn a pretty penny for us.” 


She couldn’t believe he just said ‘pretty penny’.  Hoarsely,
she told him, “The only way you’ll remove this from my neck is to cut
off my head first.” 


 Again   he laughed,
but this time there was a hollow echo to it.  Claire
drew in her breath in a sharp reaction to her temerity, and Nikolai
seemed about to say something when the doorbell rang. 


He and his mother exchanged glances.  “Are you
expecting anyone?” he demanded.  She shook her head.



“No, no one.  Why don’t we send Claire up to
check through the spy hole?” 


“Peep hole,” Jocelyn automatically corrected, and Madame Lina
shot her a filthy look before continuing. 


“Peek hole, then.  If
it is a welcome guest, a student perhaps, we can show off your
brilliant work.  Up, up everyone.  Claire,
make haste.” 


Claire raced up the steps, taking the command very seriously. 
She limped slightly from her ordeal, but ignored the pain to do
as she was told.  Nikolai placed his arm around
Jocelyn’s trim waist and assisted her up the rickety stairs. 
As they ascended, she whispered hoarsely to him, “I will never
submit to you.” 


“Oh, but you shall,” he returned.   


Once at the top of the stairs, he led her to the foyer, where
Claire peered through the tiny aperture, standing on tiptoe to manage
the feat, although it must have deeply pained her.  Madame
Lina passed by Nikolai and Jocelyn, demanding, “Who is it, little one?”



The small blonde turned, and there was a bright smile on her face. 
“It’s your son and one of the hostesses.” 


“Ah!” and the older woman clapped her hands together. 
“He must have brought her for a lesson.  Nikolai,
tuck your charge behind you – we will surprise him with your new toy. 
Claire, answer the door.” 


Ever obedient, she pulled open the door, still completely nude. 
Jocelyn was unable to see who entered, as Nikolai held her
behind him, his hand on the tender brand as
an imminent threat should she talk out of turn.  She
had no thought to do so.  After all, his brother was
supposedly as bad as he, and she knew that
the hostesses were trained to do as they were told by the partners. 
Both Madame Lina and Nikolai worked for the firm, and it was
likely that should the hostess be told to reveal nothing of what she
saw, she would reveal nothing.  Obedience was very
important, as was discretion; so much so
that it was factored into their contracts. 


Jocelyn stood despondent until she heard the hostess speak,
“Damn, Claire, aren’t you a sight!  And what
happened to your leg?” 


It was Charisma.  It took all of Jocelyn’s
self-control not to burst out and request her help, but she feared for
her friend’s safety if she did so.  Claire
stammered, “Oh – I burnt myself on the stove.  It’s
nothing.” 


“Doesn’t look like nothing to me,” the visitor continued, “It
looks pretty damned serious, if you ask me.” 


“No one is asking you, Miss Charisma,” Madame Lina said
pleasantly, but there was steel in her voice. 


Her visiting son spoke then, and Jocelyn almost fainted. 
“Mother, there’s no need to be rude.  Claire
obviously needs some treatment – and some clothes.  Really,
she’s going to catch her death running around like that.” 


“Big brother, I’ll thank you not to tell me how to manage my
fiancé – or my slave.” 


Jocelyn wanted to cry out, because it was her master who was her
kidnapper’s brother; Alaric stood not a few feet away from her and he
didn’t even know it.  However, she held her tongue,
afraid to incite Nikolai’s wrath or, worse, to discover that now she
was branded, she was no longer desired by him.  After
all, another man had claimed her.  Why would
he want her? 


Alaric laughed, deeply and richly.  “So you
finally made her your slave, eh, Nikolai?  It’s a
poor excuse for a brand, though.  She must have
wiggled, or your hand slipped.  It’s very sloppy
work.” 


“She is not good enough to be my slave.”  There
was a whimper from Claire at that, but no more.  “I
have found another girl to fulfill me and serve me.  She
belonged to another, but he was not strong enough to keep her. 
He has not sought her.” 


Jocelyn gasped at Nikolai’s audacity, knowing to whom he spoke,
but Alaric continued to converse as if he had not lost a slave of his
own.  “That happens, where someone believes that
they are a master, but cannot even master themselves.  So,
where is this remarkable slave?  Or will you not
share her loveliness with your own brother?” 


“You can look, but no touching,” Nikolai moved Jocelyn out from
behind him, and stood her immediately before him, one arm around her
neck and the other beginning to stroke her quim.  She
was mortified by his invasive treatment of her, and flushed a deep
scarlet in embarrassment.  “She’s a prize, isn’t she? 
I saw her at the firm and had to have her.” 


Alaric’s turquoise eyes showed no recognition, and Charisma
merely said, “Hello, Jocelyn.  I see that you’ve got a benefactor now.  That
should make things a lot easier for you.  He doesn’t
seem the type who likes to share.” 


“I suppose,” Jocelyn faltered. 
The robe did little to hide the brand on her leg, and Alaric’s
attention was drawn to the scar.  He frowned.



“So, you’ve marked her even though she wears the collar of
another man?” 


“We couldn’t get the collar off,” Nikolai said conversationally,
even as his fingers began to stroke her nub of pleasure.  Jocelyn
writhed, both in enjoyment and in humiliation, as she was forced to
experience that which should only be given by her true master, who
stood before her with a disapproving look upon his face.  “We’ll
cut it off later, once we get the proper tools.  She
said that it will not be removed unless we take her head with it,
didn’t she?” he laughed deeply in her ear, continuing his caressing
even as she writhed against him.  His fingers
slipped into her body as his thumb continued its movement, causing her
to arch back, her breath catching in her throat and breasts pressing
against the thin material of the fabric.   


Charisma approved, “Damn, she’s a hot bitch, isn’t she?” 


“I don’t know if she’s all that,” Claire muttered, but Madame
Lina shot her a dark look and she quieted, melting back unobtrusively
into the corner.   


“That she is,” Alaric nodded, “So, who is this mystery
master, Nikolai?  Don’t tell me you just snatched
her away without finding that out first.  Even you
couldn’t be that foolish – imagine the enemies you could make by
committing such a heinous act as taking someone’s property. 
Look at that collar.  She’s obviously worth
something to somebody.” 


Nikolai made a face at his unwelcome words, and he increased the
rapidity of his thumb motion until Jocelyn cried out in the throes of a
powerful orgasm; she would have fallen, were it not for the arm around
her throat.  His muscles tightened, cutting off her
breathing momentarily, and she clawed at
the smooth flesh, fighting for air. 


“If you kill her, Nikolai, she’ll never be able to submit to
you,” Madame Lina pointed out, and he loosened his hold, but only
barely.   


“Ah, she’s not yet submitted?” and for the first time, Alaric met
her gaze.  In that moment, Jocelyn saw so much
emotion in him – relief, fury, love and pride – and she knew she had
nothing to fear ever again.  She relaxed, and
allowed her master to handle the situation in which she had found
herself.  She almost felt pity for Nikolai – almost. 
He was about to feel the wrath of his older brother. 


“Not yet.  She’s devoted to her benefactor,
but that will change once we break her.  She won’t
tell us the name of this mystery master, because she’s afraid we’ll
hurt him,” he mimicked her voice well, evidencing his acting ability. 
“She’s right, of course, but if she thought so much of him, she
wouldn’t think she’d need to protect him.” 


“That’s not true!’ Jocelyn burst out, and spoke over the
tightening of Nikolai’s arm at her throat, “I just didn’t want him to
have no idea of who was at his back.  I have no
doubt that he could beat you in a fair fight, but you and your mother
seem more the back-stabbing … umph!” as he choked the air from her
until she began to see black spots swim before her eyes and her knees
went weak. 


Alaric stepped forward, “Stop it.” 


Nikolai snarled, “I told you not to interfere with me and my
slave.” 


Jocelyn clawed at her captor’s arm desperately, going so far as
to lift both feet so that perhaps he would drop her.  He
didn’t; he merely tightened his grip.  Consciousness
slipped away with a roaring in her ears, and she succumbed to its
embrace. 


She awoke as she hit the floor, because Alaric had lifted Nikolai
off of her bodily and hurled him away. 
The two brothers surveyed each other with fire in their matching
Mediterranean eyes.  She should have suspected the
tie between them, in hindsight.  The color was so
very rare, and their familial bond could be seen in the unusual hue.



“I told you …” Nikolai hissed, but
Alaric interrupted him. 


“She’s not your slave.  She’s mine.” 


 There was a thick silence that 
 settled over the company as if his words were a blanket tossed
to smother a fire.  Only Charisma didn’t seem
surprised as she knelt beside the prone Jocelyn and lifted her head
into her lap. 


“Girl, you get into so much trouble without me,” she whispered,
“You’re just lucky I pay attention to what’s going on with you.” 
She kissed her then, deeply and with a great deal of tongue. 
Jocelyn, senses already heightened from Nikolai’s earlier
manipulation and dizzied from lack of oxygen, responded to her friends
buss.  Charisma released her and they watched the
challenge unfold between the family.



Madame Lina protested, “But Alaric, you tell us nothing. 
Had we known she was yours, certainly we would never have
interfered.” 


“Speak for yourself!” Nikolai raged, “I had her first, while she
was trained.  I knew then she was to be mine. 
Why can’t you find another?  And besides,” he
grinned evilly, “I’ve marked her more permanently than could any
collar.” 


“No matter what you’ve done, brat,” and Alaric made the
word a curse, “I had her first.  I brought her into
the firm.  And she wore my collar before she wore
your brand.  I have not released her and will not
release her.  You have stolen and defaced my
property.”  As he spoke, the slight accent he
typically had grew stronger, so that it matched that of the man he
faced.  


Nikolai laughed, “What do you intend to do about it?  She
is here now, and she is in my control.  What can you
do to change that?” 


For answer, Alaric whirled and moved to the wall, removing the
two rapiers that were hung there.  He tossed one to
Nikolai, who laughed wildly and hefted the weapon with practiced ease. 
Madame Lina came between them. 


“Boys, behave yourselves. 
You will not do this.  I am your mother, and
I command you to cease your foolishness.” 


Alaric said to her, without taking his attention away from his
younger sibling, “I can no longer call you my mother.  And
you ask why have changed my last name and separated myself from you and
my brother?” He gestured to the huddling, trembling Claire and Jocelyn
being supported by Charisma.  “How can you condone
this behavior?  How can you help him kidnap and
torture someone?  You are a sick, sick woman.”



Madame Lina snorted, “Yet you assist me and your brother to get
employment in a place where he would find such women.  You
confuse me, with your mixed signals.” 


“It’s an error in judgment I shall rectify tomorrow,” as he moved
into an en garde position.  “Now step aside.”



“I refuse.” 


Charisma made sure that Jocelyn was sitting comfortably, and
approached the older woman.  Her voice was polite,
but her eyes were chill.  “Madame, I think its best
you step aside now.” 


Lina inclined her head to her.  “Charisma, you
interfere where you are not welcome.” 


“So do you.” And the slim woman grabbed Alaric’s mother by the
arm and pulled hard.  Lina exploded and swung at
Charisma with her free fist and was surprised when it did not connect. 
Instead, she lay flat on her stomach when Charisma stepped
aside, tugging on the attacking arm and twisting the other, slipping
her foot under Lina’s so that the distraught mother tripped herself and
went sprawling.  The delicate woman came over and
placed a sandaled foot in the small of Madame Lina’s back, pressing
down.  “Don’t make me go all Matrix
on you, now, Madame Lina.  Stay put and let your
boys fight it out.” 


The older woman saw the wisdom of her words, and lay unmoving.



Nikolai whimpered, “Mother?” but then his attention was brought
back to the matter at hand by Alaric tapping his blade against his own.



“Fine,” Nikolai took a practiced stance.  “If
this is what you want – we fight like fools over the affections of a
woman.  She is not worth this, but you insist.”



“You still don’t understand, do you?  You took
what is mine.  That is not acceptable.”



With that, Alaric lunged forward and the battle was on. 
Jocelyn was frozen with fear for her master, for Nikolai was
younger and, while Alaric had a gorgeous physique, his brother’s was
constantly worked upon and honed to perfection.  They
parried and crossed swords, moving so quickly that the blades at times
were difficult to be seen, moving backwards and forwards as one
attacked and another defended.  It was a magnificent
sight, if they had not been so intent on doing damage to one another. 
At one point, when it seemed that Alaric would best Nikolai,
Claire cried out and made as if she would interfere.  



“Don’t even think of it,” Jocelyn glared at her, and the naked
girl subsided, dropping her eyes submissively.  Now
that she knew the larger woman was free and able to enact retribution,
she didn’t want to risk fighting her on fair terms. 


Nikolai, sorely pressed, feinted and twisted so that he was
behind his brother.  He kicked him in the back of
his knee, knocking Alaric to the ground with his unsportsmanlike move. 
Jocelyn cried out in alarm.   


Nikolai’s chestnut hair fell across his eyes for a moment as he
reacted to her, and Alaric took advantage of his distraction by
slashing out with the un-tipped point of the rapier.  It
opened his brother’s face from eye to chin in a long line that
immediately began to gush crimson. 
Nikolai cried out and dropped his sword, which Alaric leaned
forward and shoved away so that it skittered across the floor and
clattered into the wall, far beyond the reach of anyone in the room. 
Nikolai’s wailing continued unabated, loud and pitiful, as he
realized the extent of his injury and where it was
located. 


Madame Lina struggled furiously to rise and go to her screaming
son, but Charisma dropped her knee heavily into her back to hold her
down.   The doting mother subsided with a grunt
of pain.  Claire ran over to her fiancé
and tried to stop his excessive bleeding with her hands, since she was
nude and could offer him no cloth to staunch his flowing wound. 
She shot a frantic glance to Alaric, who stood ready in case his
brother rose to continue battling.  The elder
brother’s expression was one of disapproval and observation; there was
no exultation in his triumph over the actor, rather there was merely a
detachment. 


“You’ve killed him!” the diminutive Claire shrieked, “You’ve
killed him!” 


“No, I just changed his career,” seeing that Nikolai was no
longer a threat to him, he tossed aside his weapon.  “I
don’t believe even the best plastic surgeon can fix that slice in his
face.  I hope you got your B.A., Nik.  You’re
going to need something to fall back upon.” 


Madame Lina pled to Charisma, “Let me up!  Let
me go to my son.” 


“Nope, you’re staying put until Mr. Weston tells me otherwise.” 
Charisma turned to Jocelyn.  “Why don’t you
call 911 and get this guy an ambulance?” 


The liberated woman rose gingerly, suppressing the urge to run to
Alaric, and passed by Claire and Nikolai, still limping.  
Nikolai lunged and caught her ankle, snarling, “You’re still
mine!” 


Claire recoiled as if slapped and, grabbing Alaric’s dropped
weapon, struck Nikolai with remarkable force in the back of the neck
with the hilt.   There was a crack, and he
crumpled.  Jocelyn, released, fell backwards. 
Alaric came to her and helped her to stand, eyes on the tiny
woman who gathered up the unconscious man and crooned, “Now you’re all
mine.  You won’t want her anymore.  You
can’t want her anymore.  You’ll want me.” 


After a nod from the attorney, Charisma allowed Madame Lina to
rise and approach the pair, but she stood at the ready in case anyone
attempted to attack.  The hostess need not have
worried.   The mother was distraught, having
aged a decade in brief minutes as she knelt by her ruined child and
touched his mauled features.  “Oh, my pretty boy,”
she mourned, “My child.  My
only, my love.” 


Claire rose, a sweet and mad smile on
her features.  She walked proudly past them all to
the phone and began to dial.  “I’ll take care of
getting him help,” she told all of those in the room, her voice high
with unsuppressed joy.  “I’ll take care of him from
now on.  You three should go.  I
don’t want you here anymore.” 


Jocelyn leaned against her master, leg weak and the pain
clamoring for attention.  He looked down at her, and
then scooped her easily into his strong arms.  “Let’s
go home, my sweet,” he murmured, “I’m taking you home.” 


She snuggled into his chest, relaxing into the safety she found
there.  Home. 
She was finally home. 







   CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
      

 Two Months Later 


  


Jocelyn chattered animatedly, “But I really didn’t think that
escargot would be so chewy and squishy.  It was
tasty enough – it tasted more like the sauce then anything else, but it
had a strange texture.  It was like eating rubber.”



Charisma rolled her eyes in disgust.  “You’re
not supposed to sit there chewing on it like it’s a piece of gum,
darlin’.  It’s like mussels.  They
just go down.” 


The curly-haired girl raised her eye at her friend’s turn of
phrase, and they both burst out laughing at the unintended innuendo. 
They were in the holding room at the firm, both preparing for
their next assignment.  Charisma looked delectable
in a baby doll ensemble, with full petticoats, a wig with fat sausage
curls, and makeup that resembled nothing more than that of a defiled
Shirley Temple.  She was pulling on little ankle
socks with lace before strapping on her patent leather Mary Janes.



Jocelyn fluffed her hair.  It was much longer
now, to the middle of her back, because her master preferred it that
way.  She wore a diaphanous dress of pale green that
revealed that beneath it she was naked.  She was
barefoot and her only adornment was the emerald, diamond and silver
collar that never left her throat.  One time a
client had complained, but it was adroitly explained to him that as she
was someone’s property and on loan to the firm, and thus both the firm
and the client had to abide by her master’s request.  The
complaint had been quickly withdrawn. 


As Alaric was a partner, she still received her salary, but now
it went directly into his checking account and he personally paid her
bills and gave her play money.  She had vacated her
apartment and moved into his luxurious house.  She
sometimes slept in his bed, sometimes on a mound of pillows at the foot
of it and leashed, depending upon his mood.   Sometimes
he lent her to his guests, but most often kept her for himself, satisfying his lusts and desires on her
very willing flesh. 


She was ecstatic in her new life.  It was
almost as if the incident with Nikolai and Madame Lina had never
occurred – almost.  Her hand self-consciously went
to the top of her left thigh, where a tattoo of an
elaborate “A” in Cyrillic overtop a blooming rose obscured the
brand placed there a mere two months ago.  Still,
she could feel the raised flesh and sometimes she wept for the
ruination of her purity for her master.  At those
times, he would comfort her by flogging her until her tears were of the
pain-induced pleasure only his hand could bring her.  It
always brought her peace. 


Then there was the fact that Alaric had not pressed charges
against his family for her kidnapping and torture.  Both
of them had been retired from the firm, of course, but his mother and
Claire were left at home, caring for Nikolai.  



Claire’s abrupt blow to his neck had robbed her fiancé of his
mobility, leaving him a quadriplegic.  She happily
took over his care and planned for their impending wedding. 
She also cared for her future mother-in-law, as the once vibrant
woman sunk deeper and deeper in depression over her beloved son’s
injuries – not only those caused by Claire but the deforming scar
Alaric’s sword had left upon Nikolai’s visage.  As
the golden-haired man had predicted, even plastic surgery could not
erase the damage inflicted by the rapier.  Nikolai
typically kept his face dropped now, his voice low; however, every now
and again a sparkling vestige of his hot anger would return. 
Jocelyn had learned all of this from Claire, who informed her of
such things for some inexplicable reason, until Alaric had called the
girl and told her never to contact Jocelyn again.  That
ended the disturbing calls. 


Alaric assured her continuously that at the firm and his home she
was safe.  She came into and left the office with
him, and was not allowed to leave the building without his permission
and a companion of whom he approved.  She was very
comforted by this arrangement, as it felt like a large blanket of
safety and love wrapped around her. 


“You look like a kid waiting for birthday presents,” Charisma
remarked as she put on her own finishing touches: 
cotton candy lip-gloss, vanilla perfume mist and a bow in the
riot of fake curls.  She made a moue with her lips
at the mirror.  “I look like a kid waiting
for birthday presents.” 


“You do,” Jocelyn agreed.  She stretched,
yawning hugely.  “When is your appointment?” 
 


Her companion glanced up at the clock and rose.  “In
about five minutes.  The meeting’s already started
and I’m to skip in singing “On the Good Ship, Lollipop.”  She
grimaced in dismay, and then reached for a large prop sucker. 
“I can’t believe that they want this.  What
are five old men going to do with Shirley Temple and a lollipop?”



The naturally curly haired woman leered at her.  “I’m
sure they’ll think of something useful to do with little Shirley.”



Intrigued, Charisma examined the toy.  “Hmm …
spanking?” and she playfully swatted at Jocelyn.  “Insertion?”
she ran her hand up the lollipop’s stick.  “Whatever. 
I’m ready and very, very willing.  I’m pretty
hot, honestly.” 


“You’re always hot.” 


“It’s so very nice of you to say so.”  She
headed for the door, then turned and spoke in a baby voice, complete
with a childish lisp, “I hope you have a swell day!” 


Jocelyn fell out of her seat laughing.  When
Ms. Pru entered, she found the slave disheveled on the floor, still
giggling.  The silver-haired woman looked at her
with disapproval. 


“Really, your behavior is deplorable.  Please
compose yourself and come with me.”  She held out a
blindfold.  “And I will put this on you.” 


Her heart thumping with excitement, recalling the last time she
was brought into a room in this manner, Jocelyn bounded to her feet and
turned so that the blindfold could be applied.  Ms.
Pru affixed it with practiced, sure movements, and the silk cloth
obscured her vision completely. 


“Come with me,” and she was taken by the hand and led through the
halls once again.   This time, her feet
recognized the path trodden, for it was one she
took several times everyday.  At the door,
the overly proper woman knocked.  The door swung
open. 


“Go in,” she was directed, and then Ms. Pru inexplicably added,
“I’m very proud of you, Jocelyn.  You’ve excelled.”



Bemused, she moved forward and heard the door shut behind her.  
She was unsure of why Ms. Pru had been so moved to compliment
her.  She stood still, waiting, as she knew she was
to do.  There was silence in the room, just the
slightest hint of the air moving about her.  Her
body was alight with anticipation. 


Nothing happened.  Her ears strained for any
evidence of movement, any sign that there was someone else in the room
with her, but nothing happened.  Her anticipation
grew.   Her sense of time was skewed with the
silence and the blindfold, but she felt as if she had been standing
there for at least half-an-hour.  Her legs began to
ache and she longed to sit, but knew that it was forbidden. 
She would not disobey his orders, even if he was
not there to know that she did so.  Her sense of
pride in her servitude would not allow it. 


The quiet continued unabated.  She counted her
breaths, and she shifted her weight from foot to foot to ease the
discomfort.  At last, she could no longer resist,
and she whispered, “Master?” 


She was grabbed from behind by the waist and swung into the air. 
She shrieked; all the rooms in the firm were soundproofed, of
course.  She was roughly dropped
so that she was bent over a desk, sweeping aside papers, file folders
and books.   Her light skirts were thrown up so
that her bottom lay bare and open for the taking.  A
large, powerful hand held her in position in the small of her back as
its match came down hard upon the soft globes. 


 Thwak  !  Again and again she was spanked, until she could
no longer hold her tongue and wept, “Please, please no more!” 
That only incited her tormentor, for the punishment increased in
rapidity and strength.  Her bottom felt like the
skin would split asunder and blood would flow down the firm flesh. 
She twitched and writhed, but she was held firmly in place.



 At long last  , the
spanking ceased.  The only sound in the office was
her soft sobs.  Then the fingers parted her damp
aperture, and inserted themselves into her hot quim.  Her
cries became different then, as they moved rapidly within her body,
widening and stretching her as it brought her to the brink of pleasure,
and then withdrew before such could happen.  The
frustration was maddening, and her body quivered with the myriad of
sensations roaring through her – pain, pleasure, longing.  It
was as if she were a string bound so tightly that she was about to
break. 


The torment stopped, but without bringing her to culmination. 
Despite her resolve, she sighed in disappointment.  There
was a familiar masculine chuckle behind her, even as the sound of pants
being unzipped demanded her attention.  The head of
his immense penis entered her slowly, so slowly that she longed to move
back and impale herself on the shaft, but he held her still over the
desk.  At last he was
deeply imbedded in her folds, and then he began to pump himself within
her.  A small sound of pleasure came from the very
depths of her being; had she no way of knowing, she would always know
her master inside her simply because of his feel and his skill. 


His pace increased, and soon his thrusting pelvis was forcing her
soft belly into the edge of the wood.  She didn’t
believe he could be so deep inside her without rupturing something.  Still, further and further he pushed himself, as if he
would completely enter her very body through his manhood, his rapid
movements hindered only by her tightening her walls around him. 
Both of his hands gripped her waist, moving her, until finally
he groaned and poured his seed deep into her womb.  At
the same moment, Jocelyn experienced her own climax and whimpered in
unbelievable delight. 


He laid on top of her, his weight a familiar comfort, as they
both caught their breaths.  She recovered first but
did not move until she was freed by his raising himself and his saying,
“You may adjust yourself.” 


“Thank you, Master,” she replied automatically, but with great
feeling.  She stood gracefully, awaiting his next
pleasure, his cum running down her inner thigh.  It
tickled. 


He untied her blindfold after rearranging himself, and smiled
fondly down at her.  Her heart swelled with joy at
the sight of his warm regard, and she felt so proud to be his slave,
the one he called his property. 


He leaned down and pressed his mouth to hers, his kiss insistent
and firm, passionately maddening her with his tongue and teeth. 
She allowed herself to fall into the embrace, spinning dizzily
into the world of only her master, her submission complete and entire,
as always.  He sensed her entry into the delicious
pleasures of subspace and rose abruptly, catching her as she almost
lost her balance at his quick departure. 


“I never tire of your taste,” he told her huskily.  She
blushed. 


“You flatter me, Master.” 


“No.”  He took his seat behind his desk and
motioned.  She scurried to kneel beside him. 
He placed his hand on her head, petting her riotous hair, and
she could smell herself on his fingers.  “I have
been thinking, my sweet possession.” 


She waited for his continuation.  It came. 
“I have come to regard you with great fondness.  In
fact, I could say that I love you.” 


Tears came to her eyes at those words, the first time he had
uttered them to her.  “And I love you, Master.”



He took her left hand, and then slipped a ring upon her finger. 
She gaped at it.  It was
a large diamond, sparkling with a myriad of rainbow prisms that caught
the light and reflected it back in shatters of color. 
Words escaped her.  She looked up at him. 
In his gaze were adoration, command and power.  There
was no question as to whether or not she would accept his ring. 


“We will be married in a few months, once Ms. Pru can make the
appropriate arrangements,” and he pulled her up into his lap like a
little girl.  “You will no longer be employed by the
firm, but rather my personal secretary.  I will no
longer lend you to others.  As my wife, I cannot
have you used by any other man.  However, you will
continue to act as my slave, for you will be my slave until I see fit
to release you.  And I doubt I will ever see fit to
release you.” 


That thrilled her, for she feared losing her status as slave
while gaining the position of wife.   She had
come so far in the space of the year – from bored, boring telemarketer
to high-priced whore to slave to wife.  And all
because of a chance meeting and an opportunity she took in taking an
exit off the road she traveled habitually. 


“I adore you, my master,” she whispered into his neck. 


He returned, “And I you, my slave.” 


They stayed like that for a long while, just relishing each
other’s company and knowing that they would never have to separate
again. 


Suddenly, she was struck by a disturbing thought.  “Master?” 


“Yes?” 


Shyly, she asked, “Will I get to dress up for you?” 


He laughed. “Oh, yes. You’ll be doing everything I want you to
do, and that will include dressing up,” he kissed her cheek. “There
will be dressing up, and spankings, and lots of rough sex.  That
is my vow to you.  Does that please you?” 


Reaching down, she unzipped his pants and began to stroke his
large member. “May I show you how much, Master?” 


His voice was cold, but the chill of it warmed her to her very
loins.  “Do.” 
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